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THE  SCHOOL  BELL 


No.  L    THE  SCHOOL  BELL 


L. 

Mod. 

-S-i^  O   N 

E. 

0.  L. 

i 

Hark,  I  hear  the  school  bell  ringing,    Ringing  in     the  morning  air; 

2,  Ring,  sweet  bell,  your  sweetest  measure.  How  your  tones  I  love   to  hear; 

3.  As      its  gen  -  tie  tones  are  fall-  ing,  Fall-ing  round  us  fresh  and  clear, 


:t=: 


1 


1  1- 


-«  1- 


:2-*: 


Houis'of    play    and  stud- y   bring  ing,    Hap-py,  joy  -  ous,  bright  and  fair. 
How  they  tell      of  hours  of  pleasure     As  they  fall      up- on    my  ear. 
Us    to   work   and  pleasure  call  -  ing,  How  its  voice     I  love  to  hear! 

I 


r 


CHOErrs. 

^ 


3  


Ring, sweet    bell!  Ring, sweet  bell,     thro' the    frost  -   y  morn  ing  air! 

Ring, ring, ring,     Ring,  ring,  ring,       thro'  the  morn  ing  air! 


-0 — » — 


1 


Ring, sweet  bell !  Ring, sweet  bell !    thro' the    frost  -  y, morn-ing  air! 

Ring,  ring,  ring.   Ring,  ring,  ring,        thro'  the  morning  air! 


No.  2.    BEAUTIFUL  BELLS, 


E. 


Not  too  fast. 


E.  0.  L. 


I.  2.  Ring 


T  r  ^  II 

a  -  gain,     Ring  a  -  gain,      Beautiful  bells,      beautiful  bells 


r  r 


4  'r  .  - 

1-  1- 

U  L   ^ 

±  tJ 

Ring-  ing. 


Ring-ing, 


Ring-  ing. 


Ring-ing, 

/7y 


Ring 


r  r 

gain.     Ring    a  -  gain 


Beautiful  bells,     beautiful  bells. 
>  - 


m. 


;t: 


Ring-  ing, 


Ring  ing, 


Pi 


Ring-  ing. 


-! — r-- 

Ring-  ing. 


P    -S-  ^"T* 


1.  On 

2.  As 


the  breeze  of  even 
the  toil      of  day 


ing  steal  -  ing,  Hark!  the  bells  are 
is   end  -  ing,  Thro'    the  vales  the 


:t: 


slow-ly 

bells  are 


r — r 


-\ — P>  s- 


\  L 


peal 
send 


ing,  Wak  -  ing 
ing    Tones  with 


ev 
ev 


'ry  ten  -  der  feel  -  ing, 
■ry  mur  -  mur  blend  -  ing, 


Beautiful 
Beautiful 


-m  F — I — F — I 


bells, 
bells, 


:=1: 


i 


beau  -  ti  -  ful 
beau  -  ti  -  ful 


bells, 
bells. 


bells,  beau  -  ti  -  ful 
bells,       beau  -  ti  -  ful 


S-&r^|-g— 1[ 


bells, 
bells. 


m 


No.  S. 


Slow. 


NOW  I  LAY  ME  DOWN  TO  SLEEP. 

(A  Soldier's  Song,) 


E.  0.  L. 


Near  the  camp  fire's  flick'ring  light,  In  my   blank-  et  bed    I     lie,  "1^ 
Gaz-  ingthro'  the  shades  of  night,  At  the  tw  ink-ling  stars  on  high;  j 
^  (  Sad  -  ly  sings  the  whip  poor- will    In  the  boughs  of  yon-  der  tree,  > 
(Laughingly     the  danc-ing  rill  Swells  the  mid-night  mel  -  o  -  dy.  / 


O'er  me  spir  -  its  in  the  air,  Si  -  lent  vig  -  ils  seem  to  keep, 
Foe-  men  may     be   lurk-  ing  near    In    the  can  -  yon  dark  and  deep ; 


mm 


As 
Low 


I  breathe  my 
I  breathe  in 


even -ing  pray-er :  "Now I  lay  me  down  to  sleep." 
Je  -  sus'  ear:     I  pray  Thee,  Lord,  my  soul  to  keep." 


- 

— 1 

1  — 1 — 1 — 



b   1^  u' 

\j  V 

For  first  and  last  stanzas.    (Sing  ^^Amen  ''  after  last  stanza  only.) 

 .  


1 


\  ^- 


Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep,  I  pray  Thee,  Lord,  my  soul  to  keep ; 
If  I  should  die  be-fore  I  wake,  I  pray  Thee,  Lord,  my  soul  to  take. 


-mm 


Fainter  grows  the  flickering  light. 

As  each  ember  slowly  dies ; 
Plaintively  the  birds  of  night 

Fill  the  air  with  saddening  cries; 
Over  me  they  seem  to  cry  : 

"  You  may  never  more  awake." 
Low  I  lisp  :  "  If  I  should  die, 

I  pray  Thee,  Lord,  my  soul  to  take." 


Mil 

'Mid  those  stars  one  face  I  see — 

One  the  Saviour  called  away — 
Mother,  who  in  infancy 

Taught  my  baby  lips  to  pray. 
Her  sweet  spirit  hovers  near, 

In  this  lonely  mountain  brake; 
Take  me  to  her,  Saviour,  dear, 

«♦  If  I  should  die  before  I  wake." 


No.  4.  NIGHT. 


Mod. 


Arr.  from  Lohengrin,  for  this  work. 

1^    !     ^  I 


4: 


1.  Hail,  love- ly  Night!  Stars  shin-ing  bright !    No  light  of   day  can  be 

2.  Hail,  love- ly  Night !    Oh  what  de- light  Comes  w^ith  the  hour  for  the 


9— 


I  I 

e  -  qual  to  thee !  Soft  falls  the  dew  From  heaven's  blue,  Sparkling  with 
ros  -  es   to  close!  Then  let   us  sing;  Sweet  mu-  sic, ring.  While  in  their 

J 


5 


-h- 


778 
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Fine. 


moonbeams  on  floweret  and  tree, 
nests  si-lent  birds  now  re  pose. 


From  flow'rs  ascending  Perfumes  so  rare, 
"With  zephyrs  blending,  Y'lW  all  the  air. 
Cow  slipsare  catching  Dew  in  their  bell, 
Young  leaves  are  sighing, -Daylight,  farewell. 

I    r  ^  J 


1. 


No.  5.    ROW,  ROW.  Round. 

E.  0.  L. 

From  "  The  School  Song  Book." 


2. 


:=l: 


Row, 


row,     row    your  boat,    Gen  -  tly  down    the       stream ; 


3. 


4. 


0 — # — #— 


-fK—f^- 


-v—v—v- 


Mer- 


ly,  mer- ri  ly,  mer- ri- ly,  mer  ri- ly*;  Life    is  but     a  dream. 


No.  6.    MORNING  SONG, 


Fast.  ^  fs 


J  When  the  day  with  rosy  light,  In  the  morning  glad  appears,  )  f  Up  the  sun-ny 
\  And  the  dusky  shades  of  night  Melt  a-way  indew-y  tears,  J  \  Bid  good  morning 


to^he^flow'rs'  }  ^^^^^  highland  home,The  minstrels  of  the  bow'rs. 


-^5-^  -0-  -#-  -0- 


i 


i 


2  Oh  !  't  is  sweet  at  early  day, 

Thus  to  climb  the  mountain's  side, 
"Where  the  merry  songster's  lay 
Sweetly  echoes  far  and  wide. 


\^ 


Noon  may  have  its  sunny  glare. 
Eve,  its  twilight  and  its  dew. 

Night,  its  soft  and  cooling  air, 
But  give  me  morning  blue. 


No.  7.    UP  THE  HILLS. 


Up  the  hills  in  ear  -  ly  morn,  Sounds  the  merry  bu- gle  horn; 
*    Hear  the  ech-  oes    as    they  flow,  Now  a-  way  we   

JL     Jt.     Jt.    Jt.     JL.     ^     _•_  .m!^  JL 


^  1^- 

vale  and  grove,  Full  of  life  and  joy  we  rove; 
Hear  the  song-ster's  mer-  ry    lay   Hail  the  new-born  


is 


day. 

•2 


B.C, 


One  and  all,  with  cheer  ful  glee,  Come  and  fol-  low,  fol-  low  tne.  me. 


One  and  all,  with  cheer  ful  glee,  Come  and  fol-  low,  fol-  low  me.  me. 


4- 


Mod. 


No.  8,    BRIGHTER  DAYS. 


E.  O.L. 

^  h  ^ 


1.  Let  me  sing  of  brighter  days,"Wlien  the  heart  is  free  from  pain,  And  I  feel  the  tender 

2.  Let  me  join  the  mer-ry  throng  Of  the  boys  and  girls  of  yore:  Let  me  hear  one  lit-  tie 

3.  There  are  friends  that  I  shall  meet  Li  the  gladsome  hoars  to  come ;  There  are  hearts  that  I  shall 


S£5 


i 


■^-v 


JTW 


rays  Of  my  boy-hood  once  a  -  gain.  Let  me  sing  of  brighter  days, When  the 
song  Of  those  hap-py  times  once  more.  In  the  joy  -  fal  vis- las  hung  With  the 
greet  Thro' the  wide  world  as  I   roam.  There  are  hearts       I  hope  to  aid,  There  are 


m 


N  r 


d^-  0 


5S 


i 


0  0- 


rob     -    in's  in  the  free,  And  the  skylark  trills  herlays  On  her  wing  of  ju-bi  -  lee. 
flow'rs       of  ro-  sy  day,  Ringing  laughter  will  be  flung  On  the  lips  of  smiling  May. 
tears         I  hope  to  stay,  For  the  world  for  joy  is  made,  And  'tis  wisdom  to  be  gay. 


Chorus. 


Let  me  sing.       0  let  me  sing,  Let  me  sing       of  brighter  days; 

Let  me  sing,        0    let  me  sing,  Let  me  sing       of  brighter  days; 
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0  '  0  0 
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K  /TV 

N  I 
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Let  me  sin?, 


Let  me  sing, 


0  let  me  sing, 


Let  me  sing        of  brighter  days. 

Let  me  sing       of  brighter  days. 


0-00 

»  1  1  •  » 

b  1  1  • 

Mod. 


No.  9,   FORGIVE  AND  FORGET. 


£.  0.  L. 


1.  0  for-give  and  forget,  for  this  life  is  too  fleeting  To  waste  in  it  brooding  o'er 
2.0  this  life  is  so  short,  be  it  sunshineor  shadow,  We  can- not  afford  e'er  to 
3.  Then  forgive  and  forget,  if  the  friends  we  lov'd  fondly  Are  false  to    us  now  and  uu- 


wrongs  we  have  met;  It    is     bet  -  ter,  far  bet  -  ter,  to  smoth-  er  our  an-ger,  And 
brood  o'er   a  wrong,  Let  us    lift    up  our  bur -dens  and  bear  them  on  bravely,  We'll 
wor  -  thy    of  trust.  Let   us    deal  with  them  kind-ly,  for  they  are  but  mortals,  And 


teach  the  proud  heart  to    for-  give  and  for-  get.  |  Then  for-  give 
lay  them  down  short-ly,    it  can  -  not   be  long,  y 
err  -  ing  like  us,   and  like  us    are  but  dust,  j  Then  forgive 


and  for- 


1^ 


and    for-  get, 


0    for  -  give  and    for  -  get;  Do  not 

0    for-  give  and  for-get ;  Let  us 


-0 — # 


V  t 


to  re  -  call  all  the  wrongs  you  have  met : 
the  proud  heart   to  for-   


-  give  and  for  -  get. 


Do  not  try  to    re -call    all  the  wrongs  you  have  met ;   

Let  us  teach  the  proud  heart  to  for-    -  give  and  for  -  get. 


No.  10.    SONG  OF  THE  SEA. 


Bather  fast 


1.  The  glo-ri-ous  roar  Of  surf  on  the  shore  Is  wonderful  music  to    me;  And 

2.  A    murmuring  breeze  From  warm  summer  seas  Brings  echoes  and  ripples  of  song ;  The 

3.  The  billows  may  surge  And  savagely  urge  My  storm-riven  vessel  to  doom.  Yet 


— ^  

-  - 

■l-:^4 


I 


'--X 


0—Jt 


though  I  may  float  In      ti-  ni-  est  boat,  I    love  the  wild  voice  of  the  sea, 
ice-covered  spars  And  cold, wintry  stars  Wake  transports  as  thrilling  and  strong, 
gay-ly  I'll  ride,"What-  ev-  er  be- tide,  And  laugh  at  the  breaker's  fierce  boom. 


Chokus. 


The   sea,       the  sea. 


onderful  mu  sic  to    me ; 


|S  ,N  ,S  |N  |N 
4    4    4    S  4 


The 

-I. 


The  sea. 


the  sea, 


Is  won-der-ful  music  to 


the  sea, 


— » — -g — g —  I 


I     love  the  wild  voice  of   the  sea. 


Th( 


the  sea, 


*  Let  the  tenor  and  bass  hum  this  passage  with  closed  lips. 


Mod. 


No.  11.    SWEET  BE  THY  SLEEP. 


E.  0.  L. 

 -U=v 


i 


r-v  ig  9  ir 

[.  The    evening  shades  are    fall  -  ing,  The     gen- tie  moon  is  near; 

2.  And    now  the  lights  have  van-  ished,The    darkness  deep-  er  grows; 

3.  Good  night  to   ev'  -  ry     bur  -   den,  To    loved  ones  near  and  far, 


0 

1— ■ 

k.  i- 

1 — ' 

— 1  1 — 1  

1     ^  \ 

— 1  i — 

1  1 

11 


And  while  the  birds  are  call  -  ing 
And  anxious  thoughts  are  ban- ished 
Soon  sleep  will  be    thy    guer  -  don 


We  sing  to  friends  so  dear : 
That  life  in  day-  light  knows. 
Till  beams  the  morning  star. 


-0-\ — 


Refraijst. 


Sweet  be  thy  sleep  !  Sweet  be  thy  sleep  ! 


Father  in  heaven,  Thee  safely   keep  ! 

I-^  ^p.^  ^  ^(«L 


Sweet  be  thy  sleep  !  Sweet  be  thy  sleep !  Father  in  heaven,  Thee  safely  keep! 


t=i: 


-0-— 


I  I 


I  I  ^ 


No.  12.    OLD  KING  COLE.  Round. 

2. 


-9 — #- 


Old  King  Cole  was  a  merry  old    soul.  And  a  merry   old  soul  was     he  ; 


—9 — ^— — -J  ^ — ^ 

— 1         -N-H  -A— ^ 

— 1  F-^~»-^  -j  1- 

-1  h^-y-* — 6—9- 

 1-;  N-l  1  1- 

ji 

Ml 

He  called  forhispipe,  and  he  called  for  his  bowl,  And  he  called  for  hisfiddlers  three. 


No.  13.    OUR  HEARTS  ARE  LIGHT. 


Allegro. 


French.  Arr.  for  this  work. 


1.  Our  hearts  are  light,our  skies  are  sunny,  Our  pathway  lies  thro'  fai  -  ry  land; 

2.  No  change  may  part,  no  tie  may  sev  er  The  souls  that  friendship  links  in  one, 

3.  Our  lives  are  short,  the  sag  -  as  tell  us,  Our  joys  are  brief,  the  wise  men  say; 

 IV 


i 


No  care  of  love,  no  care  of  money,  Perplex  or  vex  our  joy  -  ous  band. 
The  tie  once  bound  is  bound  for-  ev-er,  While  rollsthe  world  or  shines  the  sun. 
Old  Time,  the  thief,  is    al- ways  jealous,  Of  all  the  hours  we  give   to  play. 

j^—  P5  ^— P  ^  ,B  

I    V   I    v  \    ^   ^  V  V  \    V   \    ^  T 


Ne'er  shall  dread  of  the  storm  y  weather  Approach  to  cloud  these  hours  of  mirth, 
Smile  to-day  if  we  sigh  to- morrow,  Let  no  care  ourthoughts  em- ploy; 
Still  tho'  pleasure  and  life    be    brittle,  Our  best  re- source  and  on  -  ly  plan 


m 
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All  our  joy  is  to  laugh 
Time  in  plen-  ty  to  think 
Lies   in  making  the  most  of 


together,  And  banish  the  sorrow  and  grief  of  earth, 
of  sorrow,  Assoon  as  we'vebidden  farewell  to  joy. 
a  lit-tle,  And  being  as  mer  ry  as  m or  tats  can. 


OUR  HEARTS  ARE  LIGHT,  Concluded. 


Choeus 


I  ^ 

So  let  us    sing  our  cho-  rus    gai  -  ly.  Car-  ol  -  ing  night-ly,  car  -  ol  -  ing 


_^ — ^ 
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dai  -    ly,    So    in    this     life     of  thorns  and  flowers  Let  on  -  ly  the 


ways  ours. 


best 


be  al 


— g 

ways 
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i=d=cz]:^=J: 


I 

E.  0.  L. 


1,  Whither,  O  Dove,  the  woodland  thro',The  woodland  thro", The  woodland  thro', 

2.  Tho'  now  you  haste  far,  far    a-  way.  Far,  far      a-  way,  Far,  far    a  -  way, 

I  I 


i 


-IP- 

Art  thou  now  jouineying,All  thy  plumes  glistening  With  the  dew  ?  Yes,with  the  dew  ? 
Luring  you  back  again, 0-ver  each  hill  and  plain,Snares  I'll  lay, Yes,  snares  I'll  lay. 

I 


Here  in  the  blooms  I'll  hidden  lie, 
I'll  hidden  lie,  I'll  hidden  lie, 
Where  they  are  sweet  and  fair, 
Ho])in^  to  charm  you  there, 
Spet^dily,  Yes,  speedily. 


4  Till  to  my  hand  at  last  you  fly. 
At  last  you  fly,  at  last  you  fly, 
Even  to  be  my  own, 
Even  mine,  mine  alone, 
Till  I  die.  Yes,  till  I  die. 


— Ti  

 U_J — jeJ^: 

1 

=  9  

 aj-  -  J  .  1 

1.  Our   old,brown  homestead  reared  its  walls  From  the  wayside  dust    a  -  loof,  Where  the 

2.  We   had    a  well,    a  deep,  old  well,  Where  the  spring  was  nev  -  er   dry  ;  And  the 

3.  Our  home-stead  had  an  am-  pie  hearth, Where  at  night  we  loved  to  meet,  Where  my 


ap-ple  boughs  could  al-mostca3t  Their  .ruit  up-on  its  roof;  And  the  cher-ry  tree  so 
cool  drops  down  from  the  mossy  stones  \ /ere  falling  constant-ly ;  And  there  ne'er  was  water 
mother's  voice  was   always  kind,  And  '\cr  smile  was  always  sweet ;  And  there  I've  sat  on  my 


near  it  grew,That  when  awake  I've  lain, In  the  lonesome  night  I  have  heard  the  limbs  As  they 
half  so  sweet  As  the  draught  that  filled  my  cup,Drawn  from  the  curb  by  the  rude  old  sweep  That  my 
father's  knee,And  watched  his  thoughtful  brow, With  my  childish  hand  in  his  raven  hair, — That 


rt 


JHZCS? 


creak'd  against  the  pane.  And  the  or  -  chard 
father's  hand  set  up.  And  the  deep,  old 
hair  is  sil-  ver  now !    But  the  bror.d  hearth's 


trees,  Oh !  the  or  -  chard 
well.  Oh !  the  deep,  old 
light,    Oh!  the  broad  hearth's 


And  the  orchard  trees,Oh ,  the  orchard  trees,  And  the  orchard  trees,Oh 
J,  V  Repeat 


!the 


—m — — 9 


trees,      I  have  seen  my  lit  -  tie    brothers  rocked  In  their  tops  by  the  summer  breezo. 
well,  *    I    re-mem-ber  now  the    plash-ing  sound  Of  the  buck-et      as   it  fell, 
light,*  And  my  fa-ther's  look  and  my  mother's  smile,  They  are  in  my  heart  to-night. 


-r-t 

orchard 
*  Repeat 


trees ; 

this  line  for  Tenor  and  Bass. 


No.  16.    MORN  ALONG  THE  HILLS  IS  BREAKING. 

Tyrolien, 

Fast  f  P  ^     I  ^  


*  0^-0-0 — — « — — S — S — ^— — ; — 0 — -si— — ■ 


.  f  Morn  along  the  hills  is  breaking,  \ 
■  \  Now  the  world  from  slumber  waking,) 

MStslfS^f^r^^^^^^^^  ^  ^  ^  ^ 

g  f  Night  with  pensive  starlight  falling,  \ 
Each  one  to  his  home  is  calling,/ 


la. 


Let   us  hast-  en  to    the  Alps  a  -  way,  ^ 

On-ward,  on-ward,  on-  ward,  gaily  bound,  >  La,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la ; 
There  the  glow-ing  hearth  will  warmly  greet,  ) 


1:1?: 


a2i:?i=5-?±zRz:r±z5: 


S    N    N    N    S    N  ^ 

N  1-  N  1-  ■ 


-0^0- -»  0 


Where  the  laughing  ech  -  oes  light-  ly  play,  ^ 
"Where  the  leap-  ing  ech  -  oes  far    re-  sound,  >    La,  la,  la,    la,  la,  la. 
Friends  who  round  it  kind- ly,  cheer -ly  meet,) 


-»  —  0~ — 0 


~  0  0~ 





la,    la,   la,  la,    La,     la,    la,    la,     la,  la, 


La,     la,    la,  la, 




5^: 


-1, — ^— 


la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  La,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la. 


No,  17.    MY  ROSE.  Serenade. 


Andantino. 

 K — : 


£.  O.L. 

 \ — : 


.  Hark!  as    the    twilight  pale  Ten  -  der  -  ly     glows.     Hark!  how  the 


m 


1  

night-in-gale 

N akes  from  rt 
 N 

:-pose ;    On  -  ly  when,  sparkling  high 

,  Stars  fill  the 

 — 1 

-a-  -tf- 

-1  s— 

1 

 _ 

LU — U  1 

rs  *^ 

 k- 


13: 


:^=t:: 


dark-  ling  sky, 


Un 


i 


3^ 


to    the    night  -  in  gale  List  -   ens    the  rose. 


i3 


Here,  where  the  fountain  tide 

Murm'ringly  flows, 
Airs  from  the  mountain  side 

Fan  thy  repose ; 
Eyes  of  thine,  glistening, 
Look  on  me,  listening, 

I  am  thy  nightingale. 
Thou  art  my  rose. 


-0—0- 


H— ^- 


s 


1=^ 


Sweeter  the  strain  he  weaves, 

Fainter  it  flows, 
Now  as  her  balmy  leaves 

Blushingly  close. 
Better  than  minstrelsy, 
Lips  that  blush  kissingly; 

Silence  thy  nightingale, — 
Kiss  me,  my  rose. 


Softly. 


No.  18.    SLUMBER  SONG. 
Qt. 


E.  0.  L. 


8=r 


1.  Slum  ber,  gent  ly 

2.  An  -  gels  hov-  er 

 ^  


f*      -i-  -H  r- 

sluni-ber,  Like  the  fragrant  rose, 
o'er  thee,    Soft-  ly  seal  thine  eyes. 


When  the  air  of 
Waft  in  dreams  thy 


i 


Fine.  Choeus. 


{For  D.S.)  Till  the  light  of 
,  J     .  D.S. 


99' 


1 


Egg 


heaven  Lulls  it  to  re  -  pose, 
spir-  it    To  the  smiling  skies, 


Slumber,  gently  slumber.  Slumber,  my  boy ; 


morning,  Fillsthy  heart  with  joy. 

3  When  the  light  of  morning 
Chases  sleep  away, 
May  thy  heart  beat  lightly 
Till  the  close  of  day. — Cho. 


f=fitiztizl]=P±f±b:-b:zt: 


4  May  thy  life  flow  calmly 
Like  the  summer  sea, 
Every  moment  laden 

With  new  joys  for  thee. — Cho. 


No.  19.    WINTER  SONG. 


E.  0.  L. 


1.  Summer  joys  are  o'er,   Flow'rets  bloom  no  more,     Wintry  winds  are  sweeping; 

2.  Now  no  plumed  throng  Charms  the  wood  with  song;  Ice  bound  trees  are  glitt'ring; 

3.  Winter,  still   I    see        Many  charms  in  thee, —  Love  thy  chilly  greeting. 


Thro' the  snoM'drifts  peeping  Cheerful  ev-er  green       Rarely  now  is  seen. 

Merry  snowbirds  twitt'ring,  Fondly  strive  to  cheer    Scenes  so  coid  and  drear. 
Snowstorms  fiercely  beating,  And  the  dear  delights       Of  the  long,  long  nights. 


I 


No,  20.    THE  BLUE  AND  THE  GRAY. 


Andante,  con  espressione.  ^ 

£. 

0.  L. 

I.  x5y  lue 

flow  of  the  inland  riv 

-  er,    Whence  t 
-r-1 

tie  fleets  of   i  -  ron  ha 

=  :[=       ==1-^  • 

ve  fled, 

.|_8^_^_^  



Where  the  b 

ades  of  the  grave-grass 

quiver,  A  -  sle 

ep  are  the  ranks  of  the  < 

J  r 

iead. 

Choeu 

»  .5^^  

f-  .- 

s. 

i — ^    ?  ^ 

Un  -  der  the  sod  and  the 
r^.  ,       ^   ^  ^ 

H  h   f  f— t  — r- 
» — » — » — »  1^ 

-J  S  J 

dew.                     Wait-  ing   the  j 

^  h  ^ 

 ^  ^  1  1^  

udgment 

!7~    ✓     ^  P 

Un  -  der  the   sod,         the  sod  and  the  dew,   Wait-  ing  the  judgment, 


judg  -  ment   day ; 


Un  -  der  the    lil  -  ies    the    gray;  Un  der  the  lil- ies  the  gray. 


2  From  the  silence  of  sorrowful  hours,  3  No  more  shall  the  war-cry  sever, 
The  desolate  mourners  go;  Or  the  winding  rivers  be  red ; 
Lovingly  laden  with  flowers,  They  banish  our  anger  forever,  [dead- 
Alike  for  the  for  the  friend  and  the  foe.  When  they  garland  the  graves  of  our 


No,  21.  WINTER, 


A.  W. 


Allegretto. 


Franz  Abt. 
Arr.  for  this  work. 


3S 


IS 


1.  Win  ter's  Storms  are  roar- ing,  Fierce-ly  blows  the  gale,  While  from  skies  out 

2.  But    the  ice-bound  riv  -  er    Spring  will  free  a  -  gain,    Field  and  wood  wil 

'        -  - 


I     ^  I 


tizt 


= — #— 


-  pour-ing  Come  the  snow  and 
quiv  -  er  Fresh  with  leaf  and 


i  I 
hail, 
grain ; 


O'er  the  bar-  ren  mead-  ows, 
And  the  mod-  est    flow  -  ers 


Thro'  the  lone-ly 
Blush  a  -  long  our 


dell, 
way. 


And  o'er  mountains,  shad-  ows  Cast  their 
Waked  by     A  -  pril's  show-  ers,  Kiss'd  by 


tr--|z:=t-~tr3 


J. 


^=3 


IB 


mag  -  ic  spell,  And  o'er  mountains,  shadows  Cast  their  mag  ic  spell, 
sun  -  ny     May,  Waked  by  A- pril's  showers,  Kiss'd  by  sun- ny  May. 


m 


I  ^1 


3  Then  while  fires  burn  brightly 
Through  the  happy  day. 
And  the  snow  falls  lightly, 
We  will  all  be  gay; 


Sigh  we  not  for  pleasures. 

Known  in  sunny  clime. 
Naught  but  joyous  measures 

To  our  hearts  keep  time. 


No.  22.    HARVEST  SONG. 


Fast. 


Arr.  for  tMs  work. 


1.  Thro'  lanes  with  hedges'  pearl 

2.  At     noon  we  leave  the  mead 

3.  And  when  the  west  is    burn  - 


-  y,    Go  forth  we  reap  ers     ear  -  ly,    A  - 
ovv,   Be-neath  the  friend-ly    shad  -  ow  Of 
ing,  From  harvest  field    re  -  turn  -  ing,  With 

I     ^  I     ^   -  .    -  ^ 


I     ^  I 


mong  the  yel-  low  corn,     A-mong  the  yel-  low  corn.  Good  luck  be  tide  our 
monarch  oak,  to     dine;    Of  monarch  oak,  to    dine;  And  'mid  his  branches 
lad  -  ed  train  we  come,  With  lad  -  ed  train  we  come ;  And  with  our  ham  let 

 '-1-^  ' 


reap-  ing,  For  win-  ter  near  is    creep  ing.  And  we  must  fill  the    barn,  And 
hoar  -  y.    In  song  goes  up   the  sto   -  ry,  The  hardest— oh  !  how  fine,  The 
neighbors,  Re-joice  to  end  our   la  -  bors  Withmer-  ry  bar-  vest  home.  With 


I    ^  J  Nf- .  • 


^  r*, 


—I  1 — I  l\l — 1  n  ■ 


we  must  fill  the  barn 
harvest-oh !  how  fine 
mer  ry  harvest  hon 


e.  >  Tra,  la,  la,  la,Tra,  la,  la,  la,The  bus  y  harvest 


time. 


1    N  1    ^   1    ^  ^ 

„-!-^, 

 #  9   m  gg_ 

1^  N 

1*^-^^' — ■  I — — ^    _i  _^ — 


^4 


la,    la,  la,    The   bus  -  y  har-  vest  time. 


No.  23.   THE  CHRISTMAS  TREE. 


E.  0.  L. 


Fast. 


1^ 


•J-  ^-  tJ- 


-wlrzi^—i^- 


1s — K 


1.  When  the  winter  comes  with    its  whit-en-  ing  snow,  How    proud  -  ly  the 

2.  Oh !     many  the  homes    it     has  hap  -   py  made,  "When  the  lit  -  tie  ones 

3.  There  are  wonderful     plants  far  o  -  ver  the   sea ;  But      what  are  they 

S  ^  h  h  h  ^  h 


&: 


-0  

-»  »- 


p4-  N— ^   1 

1 —  K  V  — N 

\J 

 « — tfj  K- 

"-^  J — J — 

Christ  -  mas  tree   doth  grow ;  It    spreadeth  its  boughs     so  broad  and  so 

un  -  der   its  leaves  have  play'd ;  Oh!  sweet  are  the  pleasures    a- round  it  that 

all    to    the    Christ-mas  tree  ?  Then  long  may  it  flour  -  ish  and  green  may  it 

I    ^  I    h  .  -»-  .  >  ^ 


1=1 


-V — V- 

Chorus. 


fair,    And   jol  -  ly   and  gay  are    the    fruits  they  bear,  ~j 
spring,  And  dear  are    the  thoughts  of    the    past  they  bring.  |  Then  hur- rah !  hur  - 


),    The  mer  -  ry,  the  might  -  y    old    Christ-mas  tree. 


— V — \i> — V — t' — t'-^  ^   I  '  


-rah!  for  the   Christmas  tree,  Hur  -  rah !  hur- rah !  for  its  mirth  and  glee;  When 


.ft.  ^ 


for- ests  of  oakhavepass'dfromtheland.  The  jol- ly  old  ^ristmas  tree  shall  stand. 


I- 

No,  24,    WHEN  THE  ROSES  BLOOM, 


L. 


3m. 


G-erman. 


1.  When  the  ros  -  es  bloom  a  -  gain,  my  love,\Vhen  the  ros  -  es  bloom  a  - 

2.  Do     not  mourn  o'er  autumn's  fad  -  ing  leaves,  Do  not  with  the  winds  com- 


-K— h  »---»H — »  — -»  |g— ! 


i 


m 


gain,  Then  the  birds  will  sing  'mid  bow'rs  of  bliss,  When 
plain;         For     the   leaves  wiU  wave  and    breez  -  es  sing,  Ere 

— ^  5^  ^ 


the 
the 


-h  fi  tr- 


m 


ros 
ros 


es,  When  the 
es.  Ere  the 


^  p  '  ^  -  r 

ros  -  es.  When  the  ros  -  es  bloom  a  -  gain, 
ros  -  es,    Ere  the    ros  -  es  bloom  a  -  gain. 


:i — r— t 


I 


3  Do  not  sigh  when  falls  the  winter's  snow,  1 4  When  the  roses  bloom  again,  my  love. 
Do  not  fear  the  ice-king's  chain ;         j        When  the  roses  bloom  again. 
For  the  snow  and  ice  will  loose  their  bands,  j     Thenthebirdswillsing'mid  bowersofbliss, 
Ere  the  roses  bloom  again.  I        When  the  roses  bloom  again. 


No.  25.    THE  LOVED  ONES  FAR  AWAY. 

Arr.  for  this  work. 


Mod 

-j  r 

1 — 1  N — 1  « — 1  

Fine. 

1> 

^  ■  J  f 

L. 

,  f  Our  fes  -  tal  songs  are  ring  -  ing  loud,  Our  hearts  are  full  of  glee ;  ) 
"\  We     sing     a  wel  -  co^me  to   our  friends, We  hail    our  ju  -  hi  -  lee;  / 


"^-^ — u — C — 0 — 

-L.I  1 — r 
— — p  — 19 — 

— 0—0 — 

It      t=-t  t 

h  v-t  t — 

Lf-          t-  1 — 

1       L  1  I 

(J'orZJ.COWhile  thinking  of  the     ab  -  sent  ones,  The  lov'd  ones  far     a  -  way. 


THE  LOVED  ONES  FAR  AWAY.  Ccneluded. 


\  


D.C 


But  mem  -  'ry  checks  our  joy  -  ous  notes,  And  soft  -  er  pours  our  lay; 


m 


-0-^ — 0 — 


>-f — W- 

b  I  I 


2  Oh!  some  are  wand'ring  east  and  west,  | 

And  on  the  boundless  sea  ;  \ 

May  peace  and  love  be  with  them  all,  j 

"Wherever  they  may  be.  i 


Their  mem'ry  rises  in  our  hearts, 

Upon  this  festal  day; 
May  Heaven's  blessing  follow  them, 

The  loved  ones  far  away. 


No.  26.    LULU  IS  OUR  DARLING  PRIDE. 

Mod.    For  D.C,  sing  words  of  first  stanza.. 


Arr. 


9—^  1 — 0 — • — d  i  p  \  s — 9l  f      K  0 

1.  Lu- lu   is  our    darling  pride,  Lu- lu  bright,  Lu- lu  gay;  Dancing  lightly 

2.  Astheflow'rs  of  ear  ly  spring,Seem  more  gay,  seem  more  sweet,  As  their  perfume 

3.  When  the  clouds  of  trouble  come,  Lulu  soothes  all  our  care ;  Ah !  how  dark  would 


— (•  r 

•  0  0 — 

-{ — # — 0 — 1 — i 

\^ 

^  1 

-*  H»  » — 

k   b  i 

f  f  r  r-^ 

U    U    u  ^ 

at  our  side.  All  the  livelong  day.  Not  a  bird  that  wings  the  air,Soaring  to  the 
first  they  fling  Fragrant  at  our  feet;  So  tho'  others  lov'd  there  be.  Blooming  in  ouj 
be  our  home,Were  not  Lulu  there.  Lu-  lu  with  her  sunny  smiles, Cheering  ev'ry 


sun,       Fre  -  er     is     from  ev  -  'ry  care.  Than  our  dar  -  ling  one. 
bower,    Lu  -  lu  wins   our  hearts,  for  she    Is     our  love  -  liest  flow  er. 
heart,     Till  each  trou  -  ble  she    be  guiles,  And  the  clouds  de  -  part. 


No.  27.    THE  WORLD  GOES  ROUND. 


E.  0.  L. 


^4  ,- 

— 

 ^- 

1.  Oh,  sweet   the  scent  and  songs  of  spring,  And  bright  the  summer  flowers, 

2,  The  hawk  sails  o'er  the  sum- mer  sea,  The  brook  runs  through  the  shade, 
3»  But    life    will  wake  and  nev  -  er  cease,  On   yon  -  der  fu  -  ture  shore. 


~"  " 

And     chill    the  au-  tumn  winds  that  bring  The  win-  ter's  ling'ring  hours. 
But  the  friends  I've  lost  are    cold  and  still  And  low  their  forms  are  laid. 
And  the  rose     of  love  and  flower  of  peace  Shall  there  bloom  ev-  er  -  more. 

i  i  I 


CHORflS. 


And  the  world  goes  round  and  round,      And  the  sun  sinks  in-  to  the    sea ; 


1/  ^, 


ME 


i:=t: 


-V— 


-I — t — I — ^—i^- 

and  round, 


the 


^^-^--^--^  --p- 


And  whether  I'm  on  or  un-der  the  ground, The  world  cares  little  for  me. 


I  r 

for  me. 


m 


J: 


_j  1  ^  ^— •  g  1  ^-i"! 

_p:i| — — , — — n^^  1] 


HARK  THE  PEALING.  Round. 
■<  '-^1  ± 


Hark  the        peal    -     ing,       Gen     -    tly         steal    -  ing, 

Grove  and  mount  -  ain.  Field  and  fount  -  ain, 
3.  .  4:.  Isi  time.  Sd  time. 


^  

Sweet  ly  ech  -  oed,  soft  -  ly  ech  -  oed,  Through  the  dell. 
Hear  thy    mu  -  sic,    gen  -  tie     mu  -  sic,    Even  -  ing   .    .  , 


bell. 


No.  29.    A  RIVER  TO  CROSS. 


E.  0.  L. 


^^^^^^ 

— 1  (V — V  V  \  

— — t: — fv  — 1  IN — ^f-^t-^- — 1 — 

— ^ — N — K  — 1  — N-Nh— 1 — 

1.  There  is  al-  ways  a  river  to    cross ;  There  is  al-  ways  an  effort  to  make 

2.  Oh  !  the  rougher  the  way  we    take,  And  the  stout-  er  the  heart  and  nerve, 

3.  For  the  treasures  of  pre-  cious  worth  We  must  pa-  tient-  ly  dig   and  dive ; 

-9  9-^-9^0-^ —  »-^-r9  m~-0-f^9-~-9 —  


If  there's  a  -  ny-thing  good  to  win,    If  there's  a  -  ny  rich  prize  to  talce. 

The  stones  in  our  path  we  break.     Nor     e'er  from  our  impulse  swerve. 

For  the  plac-  es  we  long  to  fill      We  must  push  and  struggle  and  strive ; 

'   '    '  :t=f 


1  


-v—v-\ — t- 


 «-i-S^ 


:q==:l: 


On  the  bank  is  the  fruit  we  crave, 
For  the  glo  -  ry  we  hope  to  win 
And     al-  w^ys  and  ev-  "ry  -  where 


On  the  bank  is  the  charming  scene. 
Our       la-  bors  we  countno  loss; 
We'll    find  in  our  on-  ward  course 


Fine. 


-s-  ^ 

But    deep  and  wide.with  a  troubled  tide,  Is  the  riv- er  that  lies  between. 
'Tis  fol  ]y    to  pause  and  murmur  because  Of  the  riv-  er  we  have  to  cross. 
There  are  thorns  for  the  feet  and  trials  to  meet,  And  a   dif-  fi-cult  river  to  cross. 

I  I 


-t^— '  


m 


(JPbr  CAo.)  And  deep  and  wide,with  a  troubled  tide,  Is  the  riv-er  we  have  to  cross. 

Chorus.  D.8. 


No.  30,    A  SONG  OF  THE  CAMP. 


Bayard  Taylor. 
Mod. 


E.O.L. 


1.  "Give  us  a  song,"  the  soldiers  cried,  The  out  -  er  trenches  guarding, 

2.  They  lay  a -long  the  batt-'ry's  side.  Be  -  low  the  smoking  can -non 

3.  Voice  af  -  ter  voice  caught  up  the  song,  Un  -  til  its  ten-der  pas  -  sion 
5.  And  once  a -gain    a     fire   of  hell  Rain'don   the  Rus-sian  quar-ters, 


While  the  heat-ed  guns  of  the  camp  allied  Grew  wea  -  ry  of  bom-  bard- 
Brave  hearts  from  Sev  em  and  from  Clyde , And  from  the  banks  of  Shan 
Rose  like  an  anthem  rich  and  strong,  Their  bat -tie- eve  con-fes- 
With  scream  of  shot  and  burst  of  shell.  And  bell'-wing  of   the  mor- 

■)er>.      '  ^         ^  .It.     .      '  ^ 

-»-h  h — \  1 — 1-»  »  »  »— |-p-^-.«>—  »— ht: 


ing. 
non. 
sion. 
tars! 


m 


There  was  a  pause.  A  guardsman  said,  "We  storm 
They  sang         of  love,  and  not  of  fame;  Forgot 

Dear  girl!  her  name  he  dar'd  not  speak ;  But  as 

And     I    -  nsh  Norah's  eyes  are  dim       For  a  sing 


the  fort  to-mor-row; 
was  Brit  ian's  glo-  ry; 
the  song  grew  louder, 
erdumband  go-ry; 


±=t=:tzM; 


:t=t=t 


A       guardsman  said,       We  storm  the  fort 
etc.  etc. 


>    V     V  \ 
There  was  a  pause- 
etc. 


of  sor  -  row.' 


Sing  while  we  may,  an -oth  -  er    day  W^ill  bring  enough 

Eachheart   re-call'd  a    different  name  Hut   

Something  up  on  the  sold  ir's  cheek  Wish'd  off  the  stains  of  pow-der. 
And   En  -  glish  Ala  ry  mourns  for  him  Who   


It: 


A  SONG  OF  THE  CAMP.  Concluded. 


— I- 


i 


i 


(2)  all  sang — Max  -  wellton's  braes  are  bonuie  Where  early  fa's  the 
(4)  once  sang — Like  dew  on  the  gowan  ly-  ing  Is  the  fa'  o'herfai  -  ry 

I  I 


dew, 
feet. 


 =8- 


-I — r 


And  it's  there  that  An 
And  like  winds   in  sum 


nie  Lau-rie  Gie'd  me  her  prom  ise 
mer  sigh  ing,  Her   voice    is  low  and 


true, 
sweet. 


IS 


Gie'd  me  her  prom-ise  true, 
Her  voice    is  low    and  sweet. 


Which  ne'er  for  got  will  be  ; 
And  she's  a'   'the  world  to  me 


#-        -a-  ^. 


And  for  bonnie 
N  t 


i  i  1  1^— 

promise  true; 
low  and  sweet ; 
An    -    nie  Lau  rie  I'd 


-I  f- 


be,  will  be; 
me,  to  me ; 
lay  me  doune     and  dee. 


—I  -1  t-A— 1  rVl  1  1—7-  \  f-  ^  1  m-m 

.0 — ^~  H— •  H — I  i  —  • —  H 

I'd  lay  me  doune  and  dee. 


And  for  bonnie  Annie  Lau  rie 


^9—^  


1 — ^ 


7*^0.  21.    NEW  YANKEE  DOODLE. 

(A  good  exercise  in  articulation.) 


1  A  big  black  bug  bit  a  big  black  bear, 

A  big  bug  bit  a  black  bear; 
A  big  black  bug  bit  a  big  black  bear, 
A  big  bug  bit  a  black  bear. 
Chorus.— Tra,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la, 
Tra,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la, 
Tra,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la, 
Tra,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la. 

2  Eight  great  gray  geese  graze  gaily  now, 

^^ig^t  great  gray  geese  graze  gaily. 
{^Repeat.) 


Chorus.—  Tra,  la,  la,  la,  etc. 

3  Oh!    some  shun  sunshine,  some  shun 

sunshine, 

Some  shun  summer  sunshine.(j^^/^izA) 
Chorus. — Tra,  la,  la,  la,  etc. 

4  Thrice  six  thick  thistle   sticks  thrust 

straight, 

Through  three  sick  throbbing  thrushes. 
(^Repeat.') 
Chorus. — Tra,  la,  la,  ia,  etc. 


I 


Slow. 


No.  32.    THE  OLD  FRONT  DOOR. 


E.  0.  L. 


X.  I  remember  the  time,  and  none  more  sweet  Shall  I  know  for  ev-  er  -  more, 
2.  I    remem  ber  that  father  would  tell  the  tale  Of  the  day  long  years  be-  fore, 


-0  0-^0-0  0-^-0^ 


-0  '  0 


i 


P2- 


1 — I — t — t/— ^ 


 » — 


A— — l-l—t 


When  I  used  to  sit  at  my  mother's  feet  On  the  sill  of  the  old  front  door. 
When  he  led    his  bride  for  the  first,  glad  time  O'er  the  sill  of  the  old  frontdoor. 


Choeus. 


Oh !  the  old  front  door,  the  old  front  door, On  the  sill   of  the  old  front  door; 

O'er  the  sill,  etc. 


I      I  i 


1 — t — V 


I-  !  I  r, 


1 


Oh !  the  old  front  door,  the  old  front  door,  On  the  sill  of  the  old  front  door. 

O'er  the  sill,  etc. 


I      I  I 


3  I  remember  when  father  and  mother  died ; 
And  I  wept  and  my  heart  was  sore 
When  I  saw  them  borne  forth e  last, sad  time 
O'er  the  sill  of  the  old  front  door. 


4  It  is  many  a  weary  day  since  then. 
And  my  life  is  nearly  o'er. 
And  soon  I  shall  go  for  the  last,  last  time 
O'er  the  sill  of  the  old  front  door. 


Mod. 


No.  38.  HOME. 


 M-A-^P— «  H= 


E.  0.  L. 


1.  Oh !  though  I  wan-  der  far 

2.  Oh!  though  I  wan-  der  far 


a-way  a  -  cross  the  wide,  wide  sea,  My 
a-way   o'er  dis-  tant   wa  -  ters  blue,  My 


-f — r  "^rl  t^R 


thoughts  will  ever  turn,  O  home,  in  longing  back  to  thee;  And  ev  - 'ry  hour,  by 
heart  is  ever  homeward  drawn  by  love  and  friendship  true ;  Im-  pa  tient-  ly  I 


-# — »- 


r-f=&:: 


night  and  day,  be  -  fore  me 
count  the  days  with  each  re  - 


fac  -  es 
volv-ing 

_^  


dear, 
sun, 


^•—4  ^ 

With  lov  -  ing  looks  and 
Be-  fore     I'll  meet  in 


(For  Chorus.)  I    long    to  meet  my 


Fine.  Chokus. 


ten-  der  words  in  fan-cy  oft  ap-  pear,  ^  Home.home.home  !  Home,home,hon,c! 
warm  embrace  each  lovmg,  darhng  one.  J 


-v—v- 


i 


lov-  ing  ones  in  my  own  far  off  home. 

3  Oh  '  though  I  wander  far  away,  I'll  soon  be  homeward  bound, 
On  land  or  sea  was  never  heard  a  sweeter,  sweeter  sound; 
With  sail  all  set  and  bounding  o'er  the  rolling,  billowy  sea, 
Each  hour  is  bringing  nearer  all  my  darling  ones  to  me. 

4  O  then  swift  winds,  from  out  the  skies  come  blowing  free  and  strong; 
Blow  for  me  homeward  breezes,  blow,  and  waft  my  baik  along. 

My  loved  ones  there  are  waiting,  waiting,  looking  o'er  the  sea; 
In  patience  sweet  I  kno^  they  watch  and  pray  and  wait  for  me. 


No.  34.    FAR  AWAY, 


With  expression. 


Lindsay. 
Arr.  for  this  work. 


-0- 


ij  ij 

^ 


1.  Where  is  now  the  mer  ry  par  -  ty,    I    re-mem    -     ber  long  a  -  go; 

2.  Somehavegone       to  lands  far  dis-  tant,  And  with  Strang  -  ers  made  their  home  ; 

3.  There  are  still  a  few  re-main-ing,Who  re-mind  us  of  the  past. 


itzt: 


tzit 


^ 


^  1^ 


:1: 


'i/*  k  1/ 

Laughing  round  the  Christmas  fireside,  Brightened  by 
Some  up  on  the  world  of  wa- ters  All  their  lives 

But  they  change       as  all  are  changing,  Nothing  in 


-9 — »- 


y—v- 


:ti=t=t 


its  rud-  dy  glow  ; 
are  forced  to  roam  ; 
this  world  can  last ; 

^  ^  ^ 

 «— •! 


i 


Or  in  summer's balm-y  even  -  ings,  In  the  field  up  -  on  the  hay? 
Some  have  gone  from  us  for  -  ev  -  er,  Longer  here  they  might  not  stay ; 
Years  roll  on   and  pass  for  -  ev  -    er,      What  is  com-ing,  who  can   say  ? 


m 


U  1/ 

They  have  all  dispersed,  and  wandered  Far  a  -  way. 
They  have  reach'd  a  fair-  er  re  -  gion  Far  a  -  way, 
Ere   this  clos  -    es,  ma  -  ny  may  be    Far  a  -  way. 


FAR  AWAY.  Concluded. 


'3=i 


/TV 


They  have  all    dispersed,  and  wandered  Far  a  -  way, 
They  have  reach'd  a   fair-  er     re  -  gion  Far  a  -  way, 
Ere  this  clos  -  es,  ma  -  ny   may  be    Far  a  -  way. 


far  a  -  way. 
far  a  -  way. 
far     a  -  way. 


3t: 


No.  35.    HO,  FOR  SLUMBERLAND. 


Not  too  fast. 


L. 


E.  0.  L. 


f    A         lit  -  tie  song  for    bed-  time,  When,  robed  in  gowns  of  white, 
^'  (  For  that  pleasant,  pleasant  coun-  try  Where  the  pret  ty  dreams  flowers  blow, 

j  When  the  lit-  tie  ones  get  drow-  sy  And  heav  -  y  lids  droop  down 
^'  (  A       thousand  boats  for  Dreamland  Are    wait  -  ing  in     a  row, 

'    '    '  It: 


 1  ^-^  A- 

r   All       sleep-  y    lit  -  tie   chil  -  dren  Set     sail     a-cross  the  night 

\Twixtthesun  set  and  the   sun  -  rise,   

f   To       hide  blue  eyes  and  black  eyes,  Gray    eyes  and  eyes  of  brown, 

\  And  the    fer  -  ry  men  are    call  -  ing   


 ^ — w — I — 9  9 — «r  V- 


Ritard. 


-HVH  N-  — 


"  For  the  Slumber  Islands,  ho!  Ho,  ho,  ho, 
«  For  the  Slumber  Islands, ho!  Ho,  ho,  ho, 


ho! 
ho! 


For  the  Slumber  Islands,  ho! 
For  the  Slumber  Islands,  ho! 


i 


m-y.u — 1 — 1 — 

4:  r-t 

— p-» — ^- 

Then  the  sleepy  little  children 

Fill  the  boats  alonf;  the  shore. 
And  go  sailing  off  to  Dreamland ; 

And  the  dipping  of  the  oar 
In  the  Sea  of  Sleep  makes  music 

That  the  children  onlv  know 
When  they  answer  to  the  boatman's 

«'  For  the  Slumber  Islands,  ho  !  " 


IS 


4  Oh  !  take  a  kiss,  my  darlings. 

Ere  you  sail  away  from  me 
In  the  boat  of  dreams  thafs  waiting 

To  bear  you  o'er  the  sea; 
Oh  !  take  a  kiss  and  give  one. 

And  then  away  you  go 
A  sailing  into  Dreamland, 

"For  the  Slumber  Islands,  ho!  " 


No.  36.    THE  WILD  BIRD'S  SONG. 


Glover. 
Arr.  for  this  work. 


T.  Hark  !  what  liq  -  uid  sounds  are  these,  Rip-pling  soft  -  ly  through  the  trees? 

2.  Hear,    O  hear  the  wild  bird's  song;  On    the  wind  it     floats    a  -  long! 

3.  Hark!  the  warbling  faint  -  er  grows!  Far    a  -  way  the      mu  -  sic  flows 

_#L-_»  m        -  m  «     A  «  «  «_ 


Hark  !  what  mu  sic,  sweet  and  low     As      the  murmuring  brooklet's  flow  ? 
Hear,    O  hear !  the  sound  draws  near,  Fall  -  ing  on     th'    enraptured  ear  ! 
O  -  ver  meadow,  grove,  and  hill,    Uth  -   er  lisfn-  ing    ears    to  thrill. 

^ 


mitt  ^tt 

 ^  

1— — U — i — 1 

—V — V — »H 

Chorus. 


^  1^  y 

'Tis  the  wild  bird's  song.'Tis  the  wild  bird's  song ;  On  the  wind  it  floats  along ; 
 ^-n      —^n-^  ^-.-^-^-^ 


^— =;= 


Hark!  hark! 


V— i^— u- 


Hark !  hark 


'Tis 


the  wild  bird's  song ; 


— ^__^-^_Hy_^_J^ — -h'*^ — ^__^_^V-S  -ir —  n  m 


J,  ^-  -  I 

'Tis  the  wild  bird's  song,'Tis  the  wild  bird's  song ;  On  the  wind  it  floats  along. 


Hark !  hark ! 


Mod 

A- 


Hark !  hark  ! 

No.  87.    SUMMER  MORNING. 


^   ^    ]^  y  ^ 


1=T- 


j  r  The  red  morn  is  beam  ing,  The  bright  sun  is  stream  ing  Its 
'  \  All       na  -  ture  is     glad-  ness,  And  thoughts  of  drear    sad-  ness,  Are 


SUMMER  MORNING.  Concluded. 


rays  o  -  ver  earth,  Its  rays  o  -  ver  earth  ; 
banished  for   


mirth,  Are  banished  for  mirth. 

^— «— f8-r 


O  come,  for  the  morning 
All  earth  is  adorning 

In  fairest  array  ; 
The  birds  are  all  singing, 
Their  music  is  ringing ; 

O  list  to  their  lay. 


Come,  let  us  be  straying. 
Dull  sloth  ne'er  delaying, 

'Mid  beauties  new-born; 
We'll  banish  all  sadness, 
"While  songs  of  our  gladness 

Shall  rise  with  the  morn. 


No.  88. 


L. 


Fast 


COME  WITH  ME. 

\—±- 


2 


Anber. 


Fine. 


 1  1  -I  

-0-  -0-  -0-  -0- 

(  Come,  comrades,  come  with  me;  Mer-ri  -  ly,     mer-  ri  -  ly  ; 

*  \  Come,  let   us    joy-  ful   be,    Cheer-i  -  ly,   cheer-  i  -  ly. 

f  Haste,  hours  are  flit  ting  by;    Mer  -  ri  -  ly,     mer-  ri  -  ly  ; 

•  \  Haste,  swift  the  moments  fly,    Cheer-i  -  ly,   cheer-  i  -  ly. 


J      J  I 


 1  N  \  ^— — ,  \  K  h-i  ^  K-1 


Come,  while  we  join  in  sing-ing,  Come,  pleas  ure  with  you  bring-  ing, 
Haste,  time   is     filled  with  pleasure.  Haste,  pluck  the   fleet-  ing  treas  -  ure. 


-0-  -0-  -0- 


^^^^ 


B.C. 


Come,  for  the  wood  is  ring  -  ing  "With  our  mer  -  ry  glee. 
Haste,  dance    in     hap  -  py    meas  -  ure  'Neath     a  cloud  -  less  sky. 


:g=:g=g--F^  ^—bz— 


No.  39.    MORNING'S  RUDDY  BEAM. 

AUtgro.  mf 


E.  0.  L. 


f  Momini:";  nciv  beam      Tints  the  eastern 


Ur.  nc-^. 


Let  t;:e  sluggard  sleep.  We  rr.us:  sl-rr/jer  sh-z,  F  r  ere  tae  rig":  fails 
f  Evening's  gentle   ray       G:lc-  the 


aca  ".vea-  rv 


\  Hap  py    iu   his   toil,      R^a:r.:ng  ch±e  aad  free.         O    go.- lout  haz;  -  er. 


✓    ✓  ✓ 

— 9  


—   Fh^Umef, 

—  — ^  ^  


climb  the  mountain  high; 
sighs  for  home  ocd    rest ; 


i 


hen-  or  must  be     won.  H.^s: 

thin e's  the  life   i:r       me.  Hist 
0 


1 

ikmep.  Omit  after  D.C. 


D.C 


-0—0    0  0- 


\    \    \  \ 


-0—0—0—0 


merry,  merry  bu-  gle  call  ing !  Haste,  haste,  haste 


/'j'r.-^'  timt      stccnd  time  pp. 


Tra,  la,  la,  la,  la,    la,    la ;       la,       la : 


h,   :i.  U,  la; 


mi-    '  — 1 

m 

^  

0 
0 

 ^  1 

^         ✓  ✓ 

Tra,  la,  la,  I2.  la.    la,  la. 


la. 


-9—9 — 0-  

'0 — 0 — w 


~0    0  r 

-0      9  0 
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Tra,  la,  la,  la,  la,    la,  la- 


la. 


la: 


Tra,  la,  h. 


I,  la. 


•  - 

m  1 

»     «     •  « 

— ^  — ^  ^  — 

'  ✓     ✓  ✓ 

Tra,  la,  la,  la,  la,    la.  la. 


No.  40.    THE  MERRY  BELLS  ARE  RINGING. 
E.  0.  L.  E.  0. 1 

Fast.  ^ 


—I — I — « — fl- 


b  I  ■  T 

The  merry  bells  are  ring-ing.  As  o'er  the  snow  we  ride;  And  merry  hearts  are 
The  mer-ry  bells  are  ring-ing,  Up-  on  the  frost-  y  night;  What  joy  the  hours  are 
The  mer  ry  bells  are  ring  ing,  Howmu  sic-  al  the  sound  !  The  frost  y  hours  are 

p  -9- ,    -0-       N    1^  i  ^  I  ^  I  -#- 


5=iJirjdEs--3--S:rEil 


-in 


^^^^ 


Pi 


sing  -  ing  While  swiftly  on  we  glide.  The  stars  are  brightly  gleam  ing  A  - 
bring  ing.  How  gay  our  hearts  and  light !  For  now  we've  banish'd  sad  ness  And 
fling  -  ing  Their  pleasures  all    a  -  round.  While  wintry  winds  are  sweeping    A  - 


g:EE^=E 


-I — v-v 


-  bove  the  fleecy    snow,  And  Luna's  rays  are  beaming  Up- on  us    as  we  go. 
cares  have  taken    wing;  Our  voices  full  of  gladness  Will  make  the  welkin  ring. 

-  cross  the  fields  of  snow,  The  joys  of  youth  we're  reaping  In  health  and  ruddy  glow. 

I  h  I  1^ 


1  ^  I  J  r  I  I  h  I  1^ 

iEEEE^IlEE^gETO^fe^rgE^iEjEjE^fegj 


CHORns.  JFWs^  ^/we,       second  time,  pp. 

^_ 


i 


Then  mer-ri-  ly  jin-gle  the    bells,  .  . 
f  -f  -f^r^t-t 


Yes, 


it 


m 


Then  mer  ri-  ly  jingle  the  bells, 

r  ^  M 


yes,    we'll  jin  gle  the  bells ;  Yes, 


ipE^ 

j_l_/9  «  


A— A- 


N  N  ^ 


yes,  we'll  jingle  the  bells. 

^  ^  ^  ^  -   I  -  I 


^ — 1^  & — «n  Or 


fzUfitzitzi: 


Then  mer-  ri-  ly,  mer-ri-  ly,  mer-  ri-  ly,  mer  ri-  ly,  mer-  ri-  ly  jin  gle  the  bells. 

[S  ^     [s     |S  fS 


Yes, 


yes. 


yes. 


yes,    We  i!  mer-ri-  ly  jin  gle  the  bells. 


No.  41.    THE  DAYS  LONG  AGO, 


E.  0.  L. 


Mod. 


E.  0.  L. 


1.  There's  a  beau-  ti-  ful  isle  in  the  stream  of  time  Where  the  mem'ry  often  strays, 

2.  There  are  vis-  ions  of  love  in  that  mys-  tic  isle,  As  the  fan  -  cy  thro'  it  plays; 

3.  There  are  songs  that  in  days  long  a-  go  vte  heard,  Echoing  thro'  its  shadowy  ways; 


v—v- 


tr— t- 


i 


^  .... 

Where  the  wavelets  are  singing  in  rip-pling  rhyme  Of  the  hap-  py  by-  gone  days. 

And  we  see  once  a-gain  ev  -'ry  sun  -  ny  smile  Of  the  hap-  py  by-  gone  days. 

And  we  list  -  en   a  gain  to  each  lov-  ing  word    Of  the  hap-  py  by-  gone  days. 


U — 1 — \ — U—w-^ 

-1 

■  i.S 

Of  the  days         long  a  -  go,  Of  the  many  happy  by-gone  days; 

Of  the  days  long  a-go,  long  a-go ; 


n 


Of  the  days  long  a  -  go,  long  a  -  go.  Of  the  hap  -  py    by-  gone  days 

Of  the  days  long  a  -  go. 


i=t: 


f 


JVb.  4^.  rZT^'  FARMER  BOY.    Exercise  Song. 


A— >»- 


-# — 


^  (9—^  

1.  This  is  the  way  we    sow  the  seed,  We  sow  the  seed,  we  sow   the  seed; 

2.  This  is  the  way  we    saw  the  wood.Wa  saw  the  wood,  we  saw  the  wood 

3.  This  is  the  way  we    hoe  the  corn.  We  hoe  the  corn,  we  hoe   the  corn; 


THE  FARMER  BOY,  Concluded. 


-A- 

— 

— #- 
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This 

is 

the  way 

we 

sow 

the  seed,  So 

ear  - 

ly 

in 

the 

morn- 

ing. 

This 

is 

the  way 

we 

saw 

the  wood,  So 

ear  - 

ly 

in 

the 

morn- 

ing. 

This 

is 

the  way 

we 

hoe 

the  corn,  So 

ear  - 

ly 

in 

the 

morn- 

ing. 

Fast. 


No.  43.    COME,  COME,  COME! 
Phi 


"Werner. 


f-    I  I 

1.  Come,  come,  come! 

2.  Come,  come,  come! 

3.  Come,  come,  come ! 


O'er  the  hills. 
Not   a  sigh, 


free  from  care.  In 
not    a     tear.  E'er 


my  home  true 
is  found  in 


When  the  day's   gen  -  tly   done,  Even-  ing  shadows 


— b  h  J— 

/ 


8 


-s- 

pleas  ure  share;  Blossoms  sweet,  flow'rs  most  rare.  Come  where  joys  are  found, 
sad  ness  here,    Mu  -  sic   soft,  breathing  near.  Charms  a-  way  each  care, 
com- ing   on;  Then  by   love,  kind  -  ly  won,   Tru  -  est  bliss  be  thine! 

^     h  N 


t 


3;r:$=z-4S; 


Here  the  spark-ling  dews  of  morn 
Birds  in  joy  -  ous  hours,  a  -  mong 
Ne'er  was  found  a      bliss    so  pure. 


Tree  and  shrub  with  gems  a  -  dorn, 
Hill  and  dell,  with  grate  -  ful  song, 
Nev  -  er  joys    so    long    en  -  dure; 


m 


{For 


^epea^.)Tra,  la,  la,la,     la,     la,  la, 

/ 


Tra,    la,    la,  la. 


la,  la. 


la. 


5=8: 


Jew  -  els    bright',    gai  -   ly  worn. 
Sweet  -  est   strains,  here    pro  -  long. 
Who  would  not     love     se  -  cure  ? 


Beau  -   ty     all      a  - 
Vo  -    cal     all  the 
Who   would  joys     de  • 

^ 


I 

round ! 
air ! 
cline  ? 


No.  44.    A  HUNDRED  YEARS  TO  COME. 


Slow. 


E.  0.  L. 


 1  r  \i  ^  1  

=^ 

— N — ' 

4— 

•   V      ^      ^      0   1   •    .    #      0  ^ 

i 

r  • 

1.  O  where    will  be  the  birds  that  sing,  A  hundred  years  to    come?  The 

2.  Who'll  press  for  gold  the  crowded  street,  A  hun  dred  years  to    come  ?  Who'll 

3.  We    all   within  our  graves  shall  sleep,  A  hundred  years  to    come;  No 


 ^-1  1  ,    1  1  , 

i    %  w 

flow'rs    that  now  in   beau  -  ty  spring,  A   hun-dred  years    to    come  ?  The 
tread  those  aisles  with  will-  ing  feet      A   hun-dred  years    to    come  ?  Pale, 
lir   -  ing  soul  for    us    will  weep    A   hun  dred  years    to    come ;  But 


— ^ — 

 »— 

— s— 1— '-^  

— 
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\>    \^  V 

ro  -  sy  lip,  the  loft  -  y  brow,The  heart  that  beats  so  gai  ly  now  ;  O  where  will 
trembling  age,  and  fi-ery  youth, And  childhood  with  its  heart  of  truth, The  rich,thi' 
oth  -  er  men  our  lands  will  till,  And  oth-  ers  then  our  streets  will  fill,While other 

[S    IS  N 


^4— 
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be    love's  beam-ing    eye,    Joy's  pleas-ant  smile,    and  sor-row's  sigh, 
poor,     on   land  and    sea,  Where  will  the  might  -   y   mil-  lions  be 
birds    will   sing  as     gay.    And  bright  the  sun    shine   as     to  -  day, 


-I  V — 


r 


tJ 

1  1 

^  : 

A    hun-  dred  years   to  come  ?      A  hun 


dred  years  to  come 


^  V  \f 


A  HUNDRED  YEARS  TO  CGME.  Concluded. 


-I  !  ,   I  -v-^-Vj — n 


A  hun  -  dred  years  to  come  ;    Where,  6  where,  A  hundred  years  to  come  ? 


A.  S.  Kieffer, 
3Iod. 


^  ^ 

No.  45. 


i 


:y=:t=t 


MY  MOUNTAIN  HOME. 


E.  0.  L. 


P 


1 


1.  I  love 

2.  For  here 

3.  My  mount  -  ain 

h        I  1^ 


my 
the 


mount  -  am 
wild  flow'rs 
home  for 


did 


inds 


Where 
Spring      up  a  - 

Where    wild  winds 

I 


i 


H  1- 


5— # 


love  to 
round  my 
wan-  der 
I 


0  0  # — 


roam;  Where  the    cy  -  press  vine.  And  the  whisp'ring 

feet ;  And  the     lau  -  rel  blooms  'Mid  the     cy  -  press 

free ;  From  the   friends  I      love    I    will     nev  -  er 


§=zt. 


(For  C7to.)  Where  the  skies  are  blue,  And  the  heart  is 
,   ^  Fine.  Chorus. 


pine     A  - 
glooms  Of 
rove;  My 


dom    each     gran  -  ite  dome, 
ma  -    ny         a      sweet  retreat, 
mount  -  ain     home   for  me. 


My 


mount  am 


true : 


love 


my 


-|  ^  ^ 

mountain  home. 


\^  ^  j  r«a«ai 


B.S. 


home !  my 


-St-r- 


I  _  I 

mountain    home !  I    love    my    mountain       home , 

mountain  home ; 


m 


PASTORALE. 


1  r    0  sweet,  0  sweet,  when  first  the  sua  Comes  laughing  out    his  course  to   run ; 

•  \  When  night  so  drear  and  dawn  so  gray  Blush  o'er  with  joy     to  yield  him  sway  • 

2  f  .  0  sweet,  0  sweet,  when  first  the  sun    His   day-long  course  has  spent  and  run ; ' 

•  I  "When  cot-  tage  roofs  with  smoke  are  crown'd,  When  stars  come  blinking  out  a-  round  • 
g  /     0  sweet,   0  sweet,  whose  life's  first  morn  The  smiles  of  blame-  less  mirth  a-  dorn- ' 

•  (  Whose  widening  years  with  joy  are  fraught  From  wisdom's  own  clear  sunshine  caueht- 


8=± 


When  lark  mounts  high  and  lin  -  nets  sing,  And  all  things  give  their  wel-com  -  ing. 
When  birds  with  song  re-  seek  their  nest;  And  all  things  fold  them-selves  to  rest. 
Who  sleep  be  -  neath  the  pure    de-fence.  Life  wins  in    age   from  in  -  no  -  cence. 


No.  47.    MOTHER,  CHILDHOOD,  FRIENDS,  AND  HOME. 


Slow. 


A.  S.  Kieffer.   By  per, 


m 


t 


1.  Twin'd  with  ev  - 'ry  earth-ly  tie,  Msm'nes  sweet  that  cannot  die.  Breathing  still  wher- 

( For  D.  S. )  In  our  dreams  how 

^     ^     g^,  J— T  ^0     ^  !     ^  ,  fg-^— ^- 


e'er  we  roam,  Mather,  childhood,  friends,  and  home.  Green  the  gar-  den  where  we  play'd, 
oft  they  come.  Mother,  childhood,  friends,  and  home. 


t==t=t 


w- 


1  I 


D.S. 


Dear     the  old    fa  -  mi  -  liar  shade: 


I      ^    !  I 

2  Other  climes  may  charm  awhile, 
Other  eyes  in  beauty  smile, 
Yet  we  murmur  as  we  roam, 
Mother,  childhood,  friends,  and  home. 
All  of  joy  we  fondly  prize. 
Twined  with  all  our  fondest  ties ; 
Sacred  still  where'er  we  roam, 
Mother,  childhood,  friends,  and  horn*. 


Phebo  Gary 


No.  48.  COMim  HOME. 


E.  0.  L. 


mem-ber  yet 


A  j  0        brothers  and  sis-  ters,  growing  old,  Do  you  all  re 
t  Do  you  know  how  we  used  to  come  from  school  Thro'  the  summer's  pleasant 
'die  mood  We 


f  And 
\Till 


how  sometimes  m    an  i 
warned  by  the  deep'ning  shadow's  fall  That 


loitered  by  the 
told  of  the  com-ing 


way; 
night, 


ff  j 

•-H-h — hW— 1  

^ — ■ — ^ 
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That  home,  in  the  shade  of  the  rustling  trees,  Where  once  our  household  met? 

With  the  yel  -  low  fen- nell's  gojjd-en  dust   ■  

And  stopped  in  the  woods  to  gather  flow-ers,  And    in  the  fields  to  play;^ 
We  climbed  to  the  top  of  the  last,  long  hill,  !..  And 

^  ^ 


On  our 


tir-ed  lit-tle  feet?   That    home,       that   home,        Do  you  all  remember 
saw  our  home  in  sight?  Thatdearold  home,  that  dear  old  home,  Do  you  all  remember 
-   -  iff:  ^;  -j^-P- 


yet 
yet 


I. 


^      I  ■  ... 

That   heme,  that  home,         Where  once  our  household  met? 

That  dear  old  home,  that  dear  old  home.Where  once  our  household  met? 


*  ^  ^  g-l 

^5==i^-=H=— 

1 
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Than  she  whose  life  is  o'er, 
Do  you  think  of  the  mother's  loving  face, 
That  looked  from  the  open  door  ? 


Alas,  for  the  changing  things  of  time ; 

That  home  in  the  dust  is  low  ; 
And  that  loving  smile  was  hid  from  us 

In  the  darkness,  long  ago ! — Cho. 


m.  49.  EVENING  BELLS.  Round. 

2 


L. 


evening  bells,  those  evening  bells.     How  many  a  tale  their  mu-  sic  tells ! 


They're  ring  -  ing,    ring  -  ing,   ring  -  ing     now,     Those    eve  -  ning    bells ! 


No.  50.    JOYOUS  SPRING. 


BatTier  fast. 


mm. 


1.  Joy  -  ous  Spring  is     com  -  ing, 

2.  Joy  -  ous  Spring  is     com  -  ing, 


Com   -    ing,  com  -  ing; 

Com  ing,  com  ing,    com-ing,  com-ing 


 ^- 


-»  f  f- 


i 


i 


Joy  -  ous  Spring  is  com  - 
Joy  -  ous    Spring  is  com- 


ing, 


Com 
Com 


ing,  com  -  ins: 


Fine. 


now. 
now. 


^  ^  ^ 


A— A- 


-m — 


With  her  sweet  refreshing  showers, 
With    a  host  of  charms  new-born, 


And  her  train  of  laughing  flowers, 
Chas-  ing  Winter,  now  for  lorn. 


*-  H 

^                         ^          ^                                   A               ^              1                                                                    1  1 

— k  r- 

0  

0  #  0  

j  1  1 

-ii — ^—^ — » — 

III  i 

_3.S  ^  >  ^.^|  j  ^1^. 

^ —  ^  ' 

Joy-  ous  Spring  is  coming  now.  Com    -    ing  now. 

Joy-  ous  Spring  is  coming  now.  Com-  ing,  com- ing  now. 


«.  -i» 

J   J   J  ! 

7--.^  0  •  

(^•-^  #  0  -#  

0  

0 

 N* 

1  i 

!  1  1  

1 

Joyous  Spring  is  coming, Coming,  coming;  I  4  Joyous  Spring  is  coming,Coming,  coming; 
Joyous  Spring  is  coming.  Coming  now.     j     Joyous  Spring  is  coming,  Coming  now. 

Bearing  balm  for  all  our  fears,  Giving  fragrance  to  the  breeze,. 

Smiling  through  her  happy  tears,  As  it  roves  through  budding  trees. 

Joyous  Spring  is  coming.  Coming  now.  Joyous  Spring  is  coming,  Coming  now. 


No.  51.    JAMIE'S  ON  THE  STORMY  SEA. 


Arr. 


_A.   ■  ■ 





''-^srq;  ] 

^  z  azj.^ — ^zi^-^zi 

1.  Ere  the  twi-  light 

2.  Warmly  shone  the 

-%   J  s 

bat  was   flit  ting, 
sunset  glowing,  Sw( 

«  mm- 

iet 

In    the  SL 
ybreath'd 

in  set,  at  her  knit-ting, 
the  young  flow'rs  blowing, 

^  m  _^  ^  N  ^ 

r  r- 

^     V  i 
— t/  ^— • 

 1# 

Sang  a  lone-  ly  maid-en,  sit-ting  Un-  der-  neath  her  thresh-old  tree, 
Earth,  with  beau-ty      o  -  ver-  flow  ing  Seemed  the  home  of    love     to  be. 


And  ere  day-  light  died  be-fore  us,  And  the  ves-  per  star  shone  o'er  us, 
As  those   an  -  gel  tones   as  cend-ing  With   the  scene  and  sea-  son  blending. 


-N — — -^^ — \- — -N_is:5tH— s~S= 


Fit  -  ful  rose  her  ten- der  cho-rus,  "Jamie's  on  the  storm- y  sea." 
Ev  -  er  had  the  same  low  end-ing,  « Ja-mie"s  on    the    storm-  y  sea." 


-V—V- 


Curfew  bells  remotely  ringing, 
Mingled  with  that  sweet  voice  singing. 
And  the  last  red  ray  seemed  clinging, 

Ling'ringly  to  tower  ^nd  tree. 
Nearer  as  I  came,  and  nearer. 
Finer  rose  the  notes,  and  clearer. 
Oh  \  'twas  purest  joy  to  hear  her, 

"Jamie's  on  the  stormy  sea." 


4  How  could  I  but  list,  but  linger. 
To  the  song,  and  near  the  singer. 
Sweetly  wooing  heav'n  to  bring  her 

Jamie  from  the  stormy  sea. 
And  while  yet  her  lips  did  name  me, 
Forth  I  sprang,  my  heart  o'ercame  me, 
"Grieve  no  more,  sweet,  I  am  Jamie, 

Home  returned  to  love  and  thee." 


No.  52. 

E.  0.  L. 

Words  and  Music  written  in  1876. 

3Iaestoso.  mf 


OUR  LAND  IS  FREE. 

From 


E.  0.  L. 

The  School  Song  Book." 


— — . — I — I — 1 — , 


1.  Hail     to     A  -  mer  -  i  -  ca,  Our  land 

2.  Let      hill  and  vale   resound,  Our  land 

3.  O        God!  to  Thee  we  sing,  Our  land 

_j  H  ^-^-r---^*  


:1: 


is     free!     Home    of  the 
is     free!    Winds  spread  th'ex 
is     free!     From  Thee  all 


t 

brave  and  true,  Our  land 
ult-ing sound,  Our  land 
bounties  springjOur  land 


f 


free! 
free ! 
free ! 


Free  dom, our  hearts  inspire.  Fill  us  with 
Glad  voic-es  swell  the  strain,  Shout  back  the 
From  Thine  almight  y  throne,Watch  keep  a- 


III 

-I  -t-<5>  0—9- 
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t 

pa-  triot  fire.  Tune  thou  the 
loud  re  frain,  From  mount  to 
bove  Thine  own;  Thou,  Thou  art 


4—1- 


:q=:q: 
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~2.  v» 


II 


nation's  lyre,  Our  land     is  free! 
bil-lowy  main,Our  land      is     free ! 
King    a- lone; Our  land     is  free! 


No.  58.  CHARMING  LITTLE  VALLEY. 


Slowly  and  softly, 
h — — N 


J  f  Charming  lit 
*  \  Smil-  ing  all 


tle 

so 


val 
gai 


^Yy'  I  Like  an 


,  f  spreading  out  thy 

gels  brow;  I  Call-ing  us  to 


treasures  ") 
pleasures,  / 


In-  no-cent  as  thou. 


^4 


n 


i        1/  1/  1^ 

Skies  are  bright  above  thee, 
Peace  and  quiet  love  thee. 

Tranquil  little  dell; 
In  thy  fragrant  bowers. 
Twining  wreaths  of  flowers. 

Love  and  friendship  dwell. 
May  our  spirits  daily, 
Be  like  thee,  sweet  valley, 

Tranquil  and  serene; 
Emblems  to  us  given, 
Of  the  vales  of  heaven. 

Ever  bright  and  green. 


No.  54.    MURMUR,  GENTLE  LYRE. 


Arr.  for  this  work. 


-c-   -e-      •    -i-  : 


1.  Mur  -  mur,  gen  -  tie     lyre,         Through  the  lone  -  ly  night; 

2.  Hark!  the    quiv'ring   breez- es       List     thy    silv  -  'ry  sound; 

3.  Earth    be  -  low     is    sleep-  ing,     Mead  -  ow,  hill,   and    grove ; 

 •  »  9  *  *  s.^^^ 


:1: 
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Let     thy  tremb  ling  wire 
Ev  -  'ry     tu  -  mult  ceas  -  es, 
An  -  gel  stars   are    keep-  ing 


Wak  -  en  dear  de 
Si  -  lence  reigns  pro 


Si  -  lent  watch  a 


light! 
found. 
-  bove. 


-# — 0-' 


Though  the  tones    of   sor  -  row 
Hushed  the  thou-  sand  nois  -  es, 
Mur  -  mur,  gen  -  tie  lyre, 


Min  gle     in    thy  strain, 
Gone  the   noon  day     glare  ^ 
Through  the  lone  -  ly     night ; 


X 


row      Pleas-  ure    from  the  pain, 
es       Ech  -   o  through  the  air. 
Wak  -  en    deep  de  -  light. 


-*-r— •  ^^—^  

Yet  my  heart  can  bor  - 
Gen  -  tie  spir  -  it  voic  - 
Let     thy    trembling  wire 

J  ^ 


i 


m 


:t==t: 


1. 


No.  55.    MERRILY  THE  BELLS.  Round. 
2. 


-0—0—0—0— 


Mer-ri-  ly  the  bells  are  ring-ing  near;  Cheerily  thebirdsare  sing-ing  here. 


— K- 


-b'-t^-  —  — r— 

Listen  to  the  bells !  they  loudly  ring ;  Listen  to  the  birds !  they  gaily  sing. 


No.  56.    COMING  OF  DAY. 


— al  

— ^  ^ 
^  M — S 

M 

— d — s- 

j  The  shad  -  ows  of  morn-  ing  .are  roll  -  ing  a  -  way,  1 
\_  The    stars  quick  -  ly       fade     at      the    com  -  ing     of      day.  / 


%  I 

H    U        V      V  \/ 

9 — 

D.  C  And     birds     m       the     branch-es     are     sing  -  ing     for  me. 


The    foam  of 


m 


the      wild,  bound 


ing     bil  -  lows 


-th      -0-^  J-^ 


D.C. 


2  The  mountain  tops  dimly  are  seen  through  the  mist. 
The  beach  by  the  wavelets  is  lovingly  kissed. 

The  sky  is  illumined  with  crimson  and  blue. 
The  ocean  reflects  from  its  breast  every  hue. 

3  My  heart  is  entranced  into  beauty's  bright  realm. 
No  care  of  the  earth  can  its  peace  overwhelm; 
No  thought  of  the  toil  or  the  tumult  of  day 
Can  ruffle  my  thoughts  or  entice  me  away. 


No.  57.  ACTION. 


With  energy. 


%-qzzzii=qz=4 


1^ 


German. 


r  r  " 

and  stir-  ring  Night  and 


I  r 

r  Men  of  thought,  be  up 

\  Sow  the  seed,  with-draw  the  cur-  tain,  Clear  the 
I  Lo !  a  cloud's  a  -  bout  to  van  -  ish  From  the 
\  And  a    bra  -  zen  wrong  to  crum  ble    In  -  to 


day; 
way ! 
day; 
clay. 


There's  a  fount  a 


With  the  gi-  ant 


^  i 


i 
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bout  to  stream,  There's  a  light  a  -  bout  to  beam,  There's  a  midnight 
wrong  shall  fall        Ma  -  ny  oth  -  ers,   great  and  small,    That     for    a  -  ges 


ACTION.  Concluded. 


:i: 


WM 


I  I 

blackness  changing  In 
long  have  held  us  For 

-9-  -B-  ^ 


to  gray, 
their  prey. 


Once  the  welcome  light  has  broken, 

"Who  shall  say 
What  the  unimagined  glories 

Of  the  day  ? 
Aid  the  dawning,  tongue  and  pen; 
Aid  it,  hopes  of  honest  men ; 

Let  our  honest  work  not  slacken 
Into  play. 


m.  58.    TOUCH  US  GENTLY,  TIME. 


Mi 


Slow. 


E,  0.  L. 


mil 


3=2 


1.  Inthespring  of  ear- ly  years,Touch  us  gently,  gently,Time;  With  its  budding 

2.  Inihe  autumn's  lonely  grief,  Touch  us  gently,  gently, Time  ;  Fading  light  and 

3.  Twilight  shadows  o'er  us  creep,Touch  us  gently,  gently,Time ;  We  are  weary, 

j  1— J — »-  '     '     ^  " 


-VI  1 — in  if  I 


CHORris. 


hopes  and  fears, Touch  us  gently, Time, 
fall  ing  leaf.  Touch  us  gently, Time, 
let  us  sleep,  Touch  us  gently,Time. 


f- 


Gen-  tly,      gen  tly  ;  Touch  usgently, 


-| — I — h 
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Touch  us  gently,  gently,Time;  Touch  us  gently, 


gen 

I 


tlv,Time ;  Gen  - 

,^     I.  ^  , 


I  I 


gen 


tly ;  Touch  usgently,  Time. 

I 


 # — 1-^  ^—fp— a-r* — I — ^  1 


Touch  us  gently,Time ;  Touch  usgently,  gently,Time;  Touch  us  gently,  gently,Time. 

NOTE. — If  preferred,  the  first  and  second,  and  the  fifth  and  sixth  measures  may  be  sung  by  the 
soprano  and  contralto  only. 


No.  b9.    FROG  ACADEMY. 


Rather  fast. 


E.  O.L. 


-i-  -i^-  -  " 

1.  Ker-chug-chug-chug  was  a   cul  tured  frog, Who  kept     an  a 

2.  Ker-chug-chug-chug  had  in-quir-  ing  eyes,  An    im-per-tur  -  a 


cademy 
ble  face, 




^=5 
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In  the  moist  precincts  of  an  ancient  bog,Where  he  dwelt  with  his  fami  -  ly. 
"While  his  port-  ly  mouth  was  of  use  ful  size,  And  his  voice  was  a  trombone  base. 


A  ^- 
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Chorus. 


-0  #- 


And  the  children,  to  show  they  werenot  afraid,Sang  eve-ry  night  this  ser-e-nade: 


i^f'rsi  <tme,  ff;  second  time^  pp. 


Ker  -  chug, 


ker  -  chug, 


Un  -  der    the  lil 


y     leaves ; 


i 


-V — V — 


ker  -  chug, 


Un  -  der    the   lil  -    y  leaves. 

1 


i 


3  In  thorough  base  he  could  teach  by  rote 
And  gesture  could  teach  by  rule ; 
So  they  learned  to  quote,  and  to  sing  by 
note 

In  the  Frog's  Collegiate  School. 


4  All  the  older  Chugs  were  big  and  bold 
Excelling  in  strength  and  ease; 
While  the  younger  Chugs,  it  was  proudly 
told, 

Were  expert  on  the  light  trapese. 


No.  60.    WITH  JOY  WE  MEET. 


C     '     -    I  I  '       "  '    I  . 

1.  With  joy   we  meet,"With  smiles  we  greet,  Our  schoolmates  bright  and  gay : 

2.  A     mer  -  ry  sound  Now  rings    a-round,  And  brightens  ev  -  'ry     ray ; 


-0 — »- 


Fine. 


Be  dry  each  tear  Of  sor  -  row  here,  In  school,  this  joy- ous  day. 
Our  ban  -  ner  floats  'Mid  hap  -  py  notes,  In  school,  this  joy-  ous  day. 


I  D.8. 


In  school,  this  joy  ous 
In    school,  this  joy-ous 


day. 
day. 


IE? 


pi 


We  all  will  sing 

Till  echoes  ring 
An  answer  to  our  lay; 

Oh,  who  from  home 

Would  fail  to  come 
To  school,  this  joyful  day? 
To  school,  this  joyful  day  ? 


No.  61.    MARCH.  Round. 

In  marching  time.  L. 
>>>>>>>       2.>  > 


March,  march,  m 

F#^-^  

arch  a-long;  March,  march,  march  a  long;  March,  march, 
>        >  3. 

^         j\  ^ 
tJ       -a-   V  -a- 

march  a  -  long;  March,  march  a  -  long,     March  for  the  prize  be  -  fore  us; 




March  while  the  day  is  bright;  March  while  the  sun  is  o'er  us.  Rest  will  be  found  at  night. 


3fo  derate. 


No.  62.   ANGRY  WORDS. 


E.  0.  L. 


1.  An-gry  words,  0  let  them  never  From  the  tongue  unbridled  slip ;  May  the  heart's  best  impulse 

2.  Love  is  much  too  pure  and  ho-ly,  Friendship  is  too  sacred  far,  For  a  moment's  reckless 

3.  Angry  words  are  lightly  spoken,  Bitter  thoughts  are  rashly  stirred ;  Brightest  links  of  life  are 

^  ^fL   0  ^t. 


9-^ 


r 


VH — h- 

^   1  Chor 

US. 

1 1 

5  -J:?i" 

m 


ev  -  er  Check  them  ere  they  soil  the  lip. 
fol  -  ly  Thus  to  des  -  o-late ! 
bro-ken  By   a  sin  -  gle  an? 


An  -  gry  words. 


An-gry  words.    An  -  gry 
Angry  words, 


words,  0  speak  them  not!  Angry  words.  Angry  words,  Angry  words,  0  speak  them  not! 
Angry  woi-ds,  Angry  words.    Angry  words,    Angry  words, 

^ ^  '    ^.-T   ^^^  1 

P 


^1 


No.  63.   ROW,  ROW,  CHEERLY  ROW. 

I      ^  K  I      N  ^  ^  ^ 


1.  Pull,  brave  boys,  pull  on    to-geth-er.  Row,  row,  cheerl y  row;  Hand  in  hand  through 

2.  On  through  vir  -  gin  tor  -  ests  go-ing,  Row,  row,  cheerly  row ;  Where  the  mighty 

3.  Baild  the  hut  and  clear   the  for-est,  Row,  row,  cheerly  row ;  Help  will  come  when 

^    -0-  -0-  -0-    \  -0-. 


wind  and  weather,  Row,  row, 

riv-er's  flow-ing,  Row,  row,, 

need  is  sor-est.  Row,  row, 

^-0-  -0-  ^  - 


cheerly  row.  O'er  the  smooth,  deep  wa  -  ters  glid-ing, 
cheerly  row.  With  the  old  land  far  be  -  hind  us, 
cheerly  row.  Nev  -  er  let  our    cour  -  age  fail  us, 


-I  #— 


ROW,  ROW,  CHEERLY  ROW.  Concluded. 


D.a* 


Row,  row,  cheerly  row,  Or  the  rap-ids  dark  di-vid-ing,  Row,  row,  cheerly  row. 
Row,  row,  cheerly  row,  Where  the  new  land  home  shall  find  us,  Row,  row,  cheerly  row. 
Row,    row,    cheerly  row ;  Nev  -  er  let  one  friend  bewail  us,  Row,    row,  cheerly  row. 


*  For  B.C.,  sing  words  of  first  stanza. 


i 


64.   SCATTER  THE  GERMS. 

tji    Not  too  slow.  .  ^   I  I 


E.  0.  L, 


 '— a-«  1- 


.  f  Scat-ter  the  germs  of  the  beau  -  ti  -  fal,  By  the  way-side  let  them  fall,  That  the 

■  I  Gov  -  er  the  rough  and  the  rude  of  earth  With  the  veil  of  leaves  and  flowers,  And 
2  I  Scat-ter  the  germs  of   the  beau  -  ti  -  ful  In  the  home's  most  holy  shrine,  Let  the 

■  1  Leave  not  a  trace  of   the  rude  and  rough  In  the  tem-ple    of  the  heart,  But 

I 


i  h 


— V- 


rosesmay  spring  by  the  cottage  gate,  And  the  vines  un  the  garden  wall. 

mark  with  the  op'ning  bud  and  cup,  The   march  of  summer 

pure  and  the  fair  and  the  graceful  there  In  the  love-li-est  lus  -  tre  shine. 

gath-er  a  -  bout  the  home  the  gems  Of  ,..   nat-ure  and  of 


(For  Cho.)  Scatterthe  germs  of  the  beau-ti-ful  Wher-  -ev-er  you  may 

Fine.  Choeus.  I  I  ,     D.  S. 


hours.         Scat   -   ter  the      germs,         Scat    -    ter  the  germs, 
art.         Scatter  the  germs  of  the  beau-ti-ful.   Scatter  the  germs  of  the  beau-ti-ful, 

4-4- 


f 

go. 

3.  Scatter  the  germs  of  the  beautiful 
In  the  depths  of  the  human  soul ; 
They  will  bud  and  blossom  and  bear  their  fruit 
While  the  endless  ages  roll. 


Plant  with  the  flowers  of  trustful  love 

The  portals  of  the  tomb, 
And  the  pure  and  the  fair  about  thy  path 

In  Paradise  shall  bloom. — Cho 


Mod.  m 


No.  65.    ONLY  A  BOY. 


E.  0.  L 

— X — N 


1.  He's  on-ly  a  boy,  with  his  noise  and  fun,  He's  on -ly   a  boy,   On-ly  a  boy; 

2.  He's  on-ly  a  boy,  with  his  fear- ful  tread,  He's  on  -  ly   a  boy,    On-ly  a  boy; 

3.  He's  on-ly  a  bov,  with  his  strange,  wild  ways,He's  only   a  boy,   On-ly  a  boy; 


m 


tzztzit 


f— t- 


i 


1 

The     ver - i  -  est  mischief  un -  der  the  sun,  He's  on-ly  a  boy,  On-ly  a  boy. 

Who    can-not  be  driv-en,  but  must  be  led.  He's  on  -  ly  a  boy,  On-ly  a  boy. 

With  his  i- die  hours,  and    his    bus-y  days,  He's  on  -  ly  a  boy,  On-ly  a  boy. 


^  ^ 


%  N 


As  brimful  of  mischief, and  wit,  and  glee,  As      ev  -  er   a   hu-man  frame  can  be. 
Who  troubles  the  neigh-bor's  dogs  and  cats.  And    tears    his  clothes,  and  spoils  his  hats, 
With  his  queer  remarks,  and  his  odd  replies,  That  are  sometimes  fool-ish  and  sometimes  wise, 

PP   ^  .    .       h  h 


— F=«^  ■ 

^1 


f-f-f — ' — \ 


■v-v-v 


A  boy,     a  boy,   He's  on-ly  a  boy,  A      boy,     a   boy,    He's  on-ly  a  boy; 


And  as  hard  to  man  -  age  as — what?  ah  me!  As  on-ly  a  boy,  On-ly  a  boy. 
And  los-es  his  kites,  and  tops,  and  bats,  He's  cn  -  ly  a  boy,  On-ly  a  boy. 
And    oft -en  too  brilliant  for  oneof  his  sizb,  He's  on  -  ly  a  boy,    On-ly  a  boy. 


•gltt  


tzztzzt 


e 


No.  66.    WE  ROAM  THROUGH  FOREST  SHADES. 


Fast.  First  part  may  he  sung  by  soprano  only, 
h — N — h — Ni — N- 


Arr.  for  this  work. 


1.  We  roam  thro' forest  shades,  We  clamber  o'er  the  mount.We  come  thro' summer 

2.  The  rays  of  sun-set  gild       The  lakelet's  glassy  breast;  The  pur-ple  air  is 

3.  All  day  a-mong  the  hills    We've  chased  the  chamois  far;  But  deep-er  joy  now 


First  time  f,  seconi  time  p. 
Chorus. 


glades,To  rest  be-side  the  fount. 


stilled,  All  things  invite  to  rest.  \  <  j       -    ^  c     ^      ■  ' 

j   (  Joyous  at  eve  we  seek  the  fount  -  am. 


f  Boldly  we  roam  all  day  the  mount-  ain, 


thrills  Beneath  the  evening  star. 


St 


i 


-pi— 


First  time  ff,  second  time  pp. 


Fearless  we  wander  where  the  glaciers  shine;  "l  ,p  111111111 
Friends  of  the  val-ley,  there  with  you  to  recline.  /  ^  ^^' 


1 — ' 

la,  la,  la,  la, 

9 

la,  la,  la,  la,T 

ra,  la 

la,  la,  la,  la 

,  la,  la,  la,  la, 

la,  la,  la,  la 

,  la. 

*  it_|i-tr  i_ 

-1  1  1  F  1  1 — 1 — 1  1 — — H  F- 

'-b'-t^k-b'-'-V-^-^-^-^'-b'-b' 

— P— 1— 

b*  V- 

-  -b'-b^b'-t^- 

No.  67.    LITTLE  MAY. 

E.  0.  L. 


=--:^-=^-^- 

1.  Have  vou  heard  the 

2.  Have  you  heard  the 

/^■\.  <.)     N     N     N  ,N 

wa-  ters  sing-  ing, 
rob-  ins  sing-  ing, 

1 — ^ — ^ — h — M 

I — J  0  5  1 

i-*it  -  tie  iviay, 
Lit  -  tie  May, 

-A  -1 

lit  -  tie  May  r 
lit  -  tie  May  ? 

1 — 0  0  0  1 

-T^  •  w 

r— ^ — ^ — s  1 

-H  

i  •  • 

Where  the  wil-  lows 
When  the  ro  -  sy  d 

Try.     -N    -N  N  [V 

green  are  bend  ing, 
awn    is  break  ing, 

— ^ — ^ — ^ 

Lit  -  tie 
Lit  -  tie  ] 

--\ 
-•-* 

\Iay  ? 
May  ?  I 

— 1  >  tf—  

Lj— J  0  

Do  you  know  how 
[ave  you  heard  the 

"1^ — ^ — ^ — 

-w — 9 — w — »- 

ij— ^ 

-1  i — 

 •— ' 

9  - 

#  «  0  f  - 

1  

4 

9-  IS  ^ — 1 — , 

1  N  N  N  !^ 

■  N    ^-  ! 

Pi  rt£ 

=i-s=s-4^ 

f-  ^  0  

low    and  sweet 
woo-  ing  breeze, 

Are    the  peb-  bles 
In     the  blossomed 

at  their  feet, 
or-  chard  trees, 

•      *  -J 

Are   the  words  the 
And  the  drow  -  sy 

0      0^  -^1 

— 1 — 1 — ^ — ^ — 

— U — * — 

 — ^ — pssn 

-HI 

waves  re  -  peat, 
hum  of  bees, 

Lit  -  tie 
Lit  -  tie 

'•** 

May  ? 
May  ? 

^      ^     0  -4 

^- 

pi -11 

1  0 — 1 

All  the  earth  is  full  of  music, 

Little  May,  little  May; 
Bird,  and  bee,  and  water  singing, 

Little  May; 
Let  their  silver  voices  fall 
On  thy  heart  with  happy  call, 
"  Praise  the  Lord  who  loveth  all. 

Little  May." 


M.  68.  AUTUMN. 


Rather  sloxo. 


Tyrolese.  Art. 

1  .S^  1 


\ — '  *- 


5 


The  summer's  de  -  part-  ed,    so  gen  -  tie    and   brief.    The  au-  tumn  is 


^  1— 


{For  D.S.)  A  rich  col-ored 


AUTUMN.  Concluded. 


Fine. 

1 — 1  1  ,  Hi — -1 

come  with  itsc 

-9-  -m-  -#-                             -9-  -Vr  'W 
-0-  -0- 

ry,  y el  low  leaf.      Its  breath  in  the 

val  ley,  its  voice  in  the  breeze, 
__|  1  J    ,    *    ,  1  \ 

 1  1  H  1  1  1  -1 

r— 

1 — ^ — \ — 3  --   0  — -* 

•    -  -t;  It  h  i 

hue  is  spread  o-ver  the  trees. 


2  In  red  and  in  purple,  the  leaves  seems  to  bloom, 
But  winter,  cold  winter,  hath  spoken  their  doom; 
And  though  they  now  seem  with  the  rubies  to  vie. 
They  tell  us  that  beauty  blooms  only  to  die. 

3  And  sad  as  the  whispers  of  sorrow  its  breath, 
And  o'er  its  bright  hues  are  the  shadows  of  death: 
Yet  autumn,  though  sombre  and  mournful  it  be, 
With  fruits  and  with  flowers,  is  welcome  to  me. 


m.  69.  HURRAH! 


J  (  We  shout  with  joy  this  hap  -  py  day,  Hur-rah !  hur-rah  !  hur  rah  !  |^ 
*  \  With  song   we  drive  dull  care    a  -  way,  Hurrah!  hurrah!    hur-rah!  i 


t:=:t=t==t= 


1. 


(i^or  Z).C.  jThen  let   us  shout  for    joy,  hur-rah!  Hur-rah!  hurrah!  hur-rah 


i—s  — m 

-0-  . 

We  love 


the  land  that  gave  us  birth,  The  dear  -  est  land  of    all  the  earth; 


-p  ^— r-#-- — 0 — •— f — 0  ^-^—m — g  — 

V — ^  ^-XJ0^ — 0 — — |C  <^  1^ —  l^Lji_i_»_|ft_J 


Here  Freedoms's  star  is  rising  high 

Hurrah  !  hurrah !  hurrah ! 
It  shines  in  splendor  in  the  sky, 

Hurrah!  hurrah!  hurrah! 
And  Freedom's  voice  will  evermore 
In  triumph  ring  from  shore  to  shore; 

Then  let  us  shout  for  joy,  hurrah ! 

Hurrah!  hurrah!  hurrah! 


Here  science  fair,  and  learning  bright, 

Hurrah !  hurrah !  hurrah  I 
Have  shed  a  pure  and  brilliant  light. 

Hurrah!  hurrah!  hurrah! 
And  knowledge,  truth,  and  liberty. 
Our  watchwords  evermore  shall  be; 

Then  let  us  shout  for  joy,  hurrah! 

Hurrah!  hurrah!  hurrah! 


1.  The  A,  B,  0,  is  pleasant  to  me,  I'm  learning  it  all  the  day,  "Whene'er  I    look  on  the 

2.  If   I  can  fix  these  marks  twenty-six  In  my  careless  little  head,  I'll  read  ev'ry  book  as 

3.  '       I  now  will  learn  them  all  in  their  turn,  The  letters  large  and  small ;  For  how  can  I  spell  or  pro- 

4.  The  bees  and  flies  have  bright  little  ey  es,But  they  cannot  read  like  me;  They  crawl  on  the  book,and  they 


u  Fine.  Chorus.  ^    ^  B.S. 


page  of   a  book  1  can   see     but  A,  B,  0. 

soon  as   I  look  At  the  let  -  ters  o'er  it  spread, 

-nouncethem  well,  Till      I   have  learned  them  all, 

seem  to  look,  But  they  don't  know  A,  B,  0. 


A,  B,   C,    D,  E,  F,  G, 


-N — I — ^  — 
-  .0 — 0— 


N,  0,       P,  And      down   to   X,  Y,  Z. 


i 


m,  71.    THE  BIVOUAC  OF  THE  DEAD. 


O'Hara. 


Not  too  fast. 


 ^~^^t — I- 


E.  0.  L. 


--s-^-^-v 


tESLiESZIESE'- 


The  muffled  drum's  sad  roll  has  beat  The  soldier's  last  tattoo,  No  more  on  life's  parade  shall 
I.  The  neighing  troop.the  flashing  blade,  The  bugle's  stirring  blast,  The  charge,the  dreadful  cannon- 
J.  Rest  on,  embalmed  and  sainted  dead  I  Dear  as  the  blood  ye  gave,  No  impious  footsteps  here  shall 
^  I  I        111---  JtLM..^^  jfL  - 


1.  The  muffled  drum's  sad  roll  has  beat 

2.  The  neighing  troop,  the   flashing  blade, 

3.  Rest  on,  embalmed  and    sainted  dead. 


— ^"^F-i^-f — I — 

last  tattoo,  No  more  on  life's  pa  - 
stirring  blast,  The  charge,  the  dreadful 
blood  ye  gave, No  impious  footsteps 


meet 
ade, 
tread 


That  brave  and  falien  few. 
The  din  and  shout,  are  past. 
The   herbage  of  your  grave. 

^—0 


r: 


rade  shall  meet 
cannonade, 
here  shall  tread 


On  fame's  e-  ter-nal  camping  ground  Their 

Nor  war's  wild  note,  nor  glory's  peal,  Shall 

Nor  shall  your  glory  be  for-  got  While 
^    ^ .  -   1      1        111  ^ 


IJ  I 


|-t=p?:ii=p: 


On  fame's  e-  ter  -  nal 
Nor  war's  wild  note,  nor 
Nor  shall  your  glo  -  ry 


camping  ground 
glory's  peal, 
be  for-  got 


THE  BIVOUAC  OF  THE  DEAD. 


Concluded. 
>  \    ^  I 


-& — 

9^  


silent  tents  are  spread,  And  ^lory  guards  with  solemn  round  The  bivouac  of  the  dead. 
thrill,with  fierce  delight  Those  breasts  that  never  more  may  feel  The  rapture  of  the  fight, 
fame  her  record  keeps,    Or  honor  points  the  hallowed  spot    Where  valor  proudly  sleeps. 


tents  are  spread.  And  glory  guards  wifh  solemn  round 
fierce  delight  Those  breasts  that  never  more  may  feel 
record  keeps, Or  hon-er  points  the  hallowed  spot 


No.  72.   DON'T  FORGET. 


iG4-^-J^^-#-T-  S-h*'  *  ^-^-h  *  *  »^  -«  1  — 

XJZ  «_l  j  j_;  0  0.±_^0\-g  0  ^_1..^_L||.»_  


E.  0.  L. 


1.  Don't  for-  get  your    a  -  ged  par  -  ents,  Love,  0  love  them  more  and  more, 

2.  Can  you  e'er    for  -  get  your  fa  -  ther,  With  his  slow-  ly    fail -  ing  sight, 


As  their 
With  his 


P 


-I 


1  '  ^  1/ 

long-  ing  eyes  are  turning  Toward  the  golden,  shining  shore.  Let  your  words  be  al-ways 
locks  once  thick  and  ra- ven,Scant-y  now,aD(i  almost  white?    Tho'  he  may  be  old  and 


i:i24=: 


f  ^  ^ 


0— 


ten  -  der,  Lov  -  iug,  thoughtful,  soft,  and  low, 
fee  -  ble,  You  must  still  be  ev  -  er  kind, 


Let  their  last  days  be  the 
Years  a  -  go  'twas  he  sus- 


m 


best  ones  They  have  ev  -  er  known  be-low. 
tained  you,Strong  in  bod  -  y   and  in  mind. 

  Ah,  how  soon  its  powers  will  fail! 


Can  you  e'er  forget  your  mother, 

With  her  care-worn,  furrowed  brow? 
All  the  light  of  by-gone  pleasures 

Cruel  time  has  faded  now. 
Memory  is  slowly  waning. 


-V— ^■ 


^  ^—fL±,. 


^"i-i^ll  Guide  her  gently  till  she  passes 
I-     '  ^     Safe  within  the  mystic  veil. 


Slow. 


No.  78.    UNDER  THE  SHADh. 

(Founded  on  an  incident  of  the  Civil  War.) 


E.  O.L. 


-g — 9 — 9- 


1.  What  are  the  thoughts  that  are  stirringhis  breast  ?  What  is   the  mys-  ti  -  cal 

2.  Has    he  grown  sick  of  his  tcils  and  his  tasks,    Sighs  the  worn  spir-  it  for 


m- 


tiz±=t=t 


V — ^ — v—t 


vis  -  ion  he  sees?  "Let  us  pass  o  -  ver  the  riv  -  er,  and  rest 
res  -  pite  or    ease  ?     Is     it     a     mo-ment's  cool  rest  that  he  asks 


E 


{For  Z).<S.)"Let  us  pass    o  -  ver    the    riv  -  er,  and  rest 
Fine.  Chorus. 


L/  -a-    •    -0-  '  -0- 


Un  der  the  shade  of  the  trees?" 
Un-der  the  shade  of  the  trees  ? 

[S    ,N  N 


Un-der  the  shade,    un  der  the  shade. 


Un-der  the  shade  of  the  trees. 


V— b*— t/-i- 


D.8. 


Under  the  shade  of  the  trees ; 

Under  the  shade,  the  shade  of  the  trees; 


-I 


3.  Is  it  the  gurgle  of  waters  whose  flow 
Ofttimehas  come  to  him,  borne 
on  the  breeze, 
Memory  listens  to,  lapsing  so  low, 
Undertheshadeofthetrees?-CHO. 

4  Nay,  though  this  rasp  of  the  flesh 
was  so  sore, 

Faith,  that  had  yearnings  far 
keener  than  these. 

Saw  the  soft  sheen  of  the  thith- 
erward shore 

Unde  r  the  shad  e  of  the  trees.  -  Cho. 


No.  74.    THE  BIBLE. 


How  shall  the  young  secure  their  hearts, 
And  guard  their  lives  from  sin  ? 

Thy  word  the  choicest  rules  imparts, 
To  keep  the  conscience  clean. 

When  once  it  enters  in  the  mind. 
It  spreads  such  light  abroad. 

The  weakest  souls  instruction  find, 
And  raise  their  thoughts  to  God. 


'Tis  like  the  sun,  a  heavenly  light, 

That  guides  us  all  the  day, 
And,  through  the  dangers  of  the  night, 

A  lamp  to  lead  our  way. 

Thy  word  is  everlasting  truth  ; 

How  pure  is  every  page! 
That  holy  book  shall  guide  our  youth, 

And  well  support  our  age. 


Fast 


No.  75.    SKATING  SONG. 
^  ^  


=1- 


Arr.  for  this  work. 


»  -p    p    p         ^  -  p    0    p  p 

Out  in       the  frost  -    y  morn  -  ing  air,    Out  on 
for      the  riv  -   er's  crys  -   tal  glare,  Who  is 


,  fOut 
•  \  Ho 


our  glitter  -  ing 
the    laggard  that 


:t=: 


La,  la,  la,  la.  La,  la,  la, 

Chorus. 


Lu.  i-i — [wi  1-  .  1  


La,  la,  la,  la. 


=1  :1Vz^-^^ 

-0 

-  -0-  -0-  -9-  Yj 

skates ; 
waits  ? 


I      Then  a- way,   a  -  way,    a  -  way!    On  glit  ter-ing  3kates,  hal 
jp.^  -fl-       .^L  -tf-  .p. 


La,  la,  la,  la, 


jjz=g=3: 


ha!  ha!   ha!  ha!  ha!    A  -  way, 

T         t         T         t  t 


way. 


way. 


-N~N- 


-4^ 


0 — d  1- 


le 


fear  a-  ny  dan  ger  to 

-ffi.  ^.  .p.  ./B. 


day  ! 


-b^— t^— fc/— b^— t^— k- 


13 


How  merry  goes  the  Winter  time 
When  the  streams  are  frozen  strong. 

When  skate-steel's  ring  and  skater's  rhyme 
Are  blent  in  a  gleeful  song. 

3- 

The  drone  may  doze  by  the  chimney  side 
And  close  to  the  hearth  rug  cling, 

But  it  will  be  our  joy  and  pride 
The  skater's  song  to  sing. 


No.  76.   SMILING  MAY. 

Ivviv..— Lightly  Row. 


Smiling  May  Comes  in  play, 
Making  all  things  fresh  and  gay; 
**  From  the  hall  Come  ye  all," 
Hear  the  flowers  call. 
Fragrant  is  the  flowery  vale, 
Sparkles  now  the  dewy  dale, 
Music  floats.  List  her  notes, 
As  she  sweetly  floats. 


2  As  we  stray  Breezes  play, 

Through  the  meadows  rich  and  gay; 

All  is  bright.  Cheerful  sight, 

Gone  is  winter's  night. 

Shadows  now  in  quivering  glance, 

On  the  silvery  fountain  dance; 

Music  floats  List  her  notes, 

As  she  sweetly  floats. 


i\ro.7r.    ECHO  SONG. 

Mod.,  and  with  expression. 


E.  0.  L. 


1.  O'er  the  far  wood  -  land,  gen- tly  re  -  sound- ing !  On  the  mild  zeph  -  yr 
2  List  now  re  -  peat  -  ed,  pass- ing  so  fleet  -  ly,  Down  the  deep  hoi -low 
3.  See  where  a  -  bove    us,  Hes '  per  now  burn  -  ing,  Dies  the   last  sigh  on 


i3 


comes  the   soft   lay  ;        Now  from  the    hill  -  side,    soft  -  ly    re  -  bound-ing, 
trem-  bles  the   strain;     Now  o'er  the     wa  -  ters,    fad  -  ing   so  sweet-ly, 
Si  -  lence  a  -  round  us     now  is     re  -  turn-  ing, 

i=:|izrpzi^izz^zi:_^ijJ— 


-  let  and  shore: 


i 


ff 


Ech  -  0,  ech  -  o,  dy  -  ing   a-  way,  Bch  -  o,  ech 

Ech  -  0,  ech  -  o,  an  -  swers  a-  gain,  Ech  -  o,  ech 

Ech  -  0,  ech  -  o,  mur-  murs  no  more,  Bch  -  o,  ech 

—p  S-{  r!  


0,  dy-  ing  a-  way. 
0,  answers  a-  gain. 
0,  murmurs  no  more. 


Mod. 


No.  78.    MY  CHILDHOOD  HOME. 

mi 


E.  0.  L. 


-4-- 


■0 — 0~ 


1.  i     know  a  sweet  valley  where  brigM  waters  play,  where  ev'ning  is  mild  -  er,  and 

2.  There  stands  a  neat  cot-tage  with  woodbines  entwined,  And  sweet  hon-ey-  suck-  les  and 

3.  There  hearts  true  and  humble  their  thanksgivmg  raise.  And  make  of  their  hearthstone  an 


'  1 

— 

1 

m 


brighter  the  day.  A  grove  sweetly  whisp'ring  shades  valley  and  spring,  And  birds  in  the_ 
flow'rs  to  my  mind.  There  peace  dwells  with  freedom,  there  foes  are  not  feared,There  childhood  is 
al-  tar  of  praise.  Oh,  that's  the  sweet  valley  where  bright  waters  play,  Where  evening  is 

I         I        *        J  *  J  0   *    •  #_ 


I — \ — I 


iFor  B.S.)  I   ne'er  shall  for- 


MY  CHILDHOOD  HOME.  Concluded. 


Fine.  Choei 

D.S. 

1 

m 

branches   are  oft  heard  to  sing,  'i 

cherished,  and  age  is  re-vered.  >  'Tis  my  home,my  home,  my  childhood's  loved  home, 
mild-  er   and  brighter   the  day.  ) 

t^-     -0-  -0-  -e-  1^- 


get   it,  wher  -ev  -  er    I  roam. 


No.  79.    0  COME,  MAIDENS,  COME. 


1.  0....  come,  maid-  ens,  come  o'er  the  blue  roll  -  ing  wave; 

2.  Wake  the  cho-  rus    of  song   and  our  oars  shall  keep  time, 

3.  And   vyhen  on    life's  o  -  cean  we  turn  our  slight  prow, 


Arr. 


 L^_^_^_C 

The   love-ly  should 
"While  our  hearts  gently 
May  the  lighthouse  of 


A — ^vr 


A  I  I 
^ — « — #- 


still     hetheoa.  0,  ^^^^■{^^:t,''^^:t,'^ 

beat     to  ^r^-^-^^^.i^^^-^LXr'^-tX^ 

v,n,^,  v^«ow,ri  „iv,-n        „o  «.,Tr    (Life's    bil  -  low,  frail     bil  -  low,  the 

hopa  beamhkethis  on    us  now.  |  ^ife^s    bU  -  low!  frail     bil  -  low,  tjie 


r-r-  , 

:t=t=t:=:|=3 


■V — w- 


1^  I  I 


dil-lo,  dil-lo,  dil-  lo,  dil  -  lo,  "With  moonlight  and  starlight  we'll  bound  o'er  the  billow, 
billow,  billow,  billow,  billow,    "With  moonlight  and  starlight  we'll  bound  o'er  the  billow. 


dil-lo,  dil-lo,  dil-lo,  dil-lo, 
billow,  billow,  billow,  billow, 
billow,  billow,  billow,  billow, 
billow,  billow,  billow,  billow, 


z=t: 


U  U'  U 


"With  oar-beat  and  heart-beat  we'll  bound  o'er  the  billow. 
With  oar- beat  and  heart-beat  we'll  bound  o'er  the  billow. 
With  hope-light,  the  true  light,  we'll  bound  o'er  the  billow 
With  hope-light,  the  true  light,  we'll  bound  o'er  the  billow. 
I     I     1*^  J  ' 


No.  80. 

A.  S.  Kieffer. 


THE  SCHOOL  HOUSE  ON  THE  HILL. 


German 

From  "  The  School  Song  Boob" 


Fond  mem'ry  paints  the  scenes  of  other  yearSjGreen  be  their  mem'ry  still, 
And  bright  amid  those  j  oyous  scenes  appears,The  school-house  on  the  hill,  j 


H  » — 9 — # — 0  P  1 

p#  0 — 9  «  

» — » — » — 

-1 — 1 — 1 — 1 — 

ty"— f^b^^— f  P  

H — 1 — h    lJ  ^ 

II 

Chorus. 


IV  I 


Oh,  I  never  can  forget,  No,  I  never  can  forget  The  old  school-house  on  the  hilL 


t=t=t=t 


2  There  hangs  the  swing  upon  the  maple  j  3  There  climb  the  vines,  and  there  the  ber- 
tree,  ries  grow 

Which  once  we  prized  so  high  ; 
And  there  the  ripe  nuts  glisten  in  the 
glow 

Of  rich  October's  sky.  — Cho. 


Where  you  and  ^  once  owung; 
There  flows  the  spring,  forever  flowing 
free, 

As  when  we  both  were  young. — Cho. 


No.  8L    THE  ECHO. 


1.  O  hark!  O  hear!  How  soft  and  clear  The  ech- o's  mel  low    strain!  O 

2.  The  gen-  tie  breeze  A-mong  the  trees  The  ech  -  o  wafts  a  -   long;  We 

3.  The  mu  sic  floats  In    soft-  est  notes  Up  -  or   the  zeph-yr's  wing;  O 


9 


ff 




PP 


ech-  o,hear!0  ech-o,  hear !  Reply     a  -  gain,  a  -  gain,    a  -  gain,  a  - 
call   a  gain, We  call  a-gain,0  hear  our  song,  our  song,  our  song,  our 
hear  the  song !  O  hear  the  song  !  Again  we  sing,  we  sing,   we  sing,  we 


gain, 
song, 
sing. 


No,  82,    LET  IT  PASS, 


E.  0.  L. 


Mod. 


 1  1^  1  1  -jT  1- 


I.  Be  not  swift  to    take  of  fense;  Let   it  pass!  Let  it  pass!  An  ger  is 


-S>-    -9-  -9- 


It— t 


.|«  ^  ^_ 


foe  to  sense ;  Always  let  it  pass!  Brood  not  darkly  over  wrong,That  will  disap- 


:t=: 


;^ 


S   f  f  ^ 


4 


I 


pear  ere  long;  Rath- er    sing  this  cheer- y  song, 


Al-ways  let 
-9-  -9- 


r 


It    pass ! 


SEE 


Echo  not  an  angry  word  ; 

Let  it  pass  !  Let  it  pass! 
Think  how  often  you  have  erred, 

Always  let  it  pass! 
Since  our  joys  must  pass  away 
Like  the  dew-drops  on  the  spray, 
Wherefore  should  a  sorrow  stay? 

Always  let  it  pass ! 


1^    I  ^ 

Bid  your  anger  to  depart ; 

Let  it  pass !  Let  it  pass  ! 
Lay  these  homely  words  to  heart, 

Always  let  it  pass! 
Follow  not  the  giddy  throng, 
Better  to  b^^  wronged  than  wrong; 
Therefore  sing  this  cheery  song, 

Always  let  it  pass! 


No.  83.    SINGING  MERRILY.    Exercise  Song. 


 fy  fy  \- 

— \  1-^  1-^  1^ 

— 1  

I.  Sing  ing  mer  ri-ly,  sing- ing 
*2.  See   the    boat-  man  row  his 

3.  See  the  black  smith  strike  the 

4.  See   the    sol-  diers  march  a  - 


mer  ri-ly.  All  to  -  geth- er  gai  -  ly  sing; 
boat,  Row  his  boat,  row  his  boat ; 
iron.  Strike  the  iron,  strike  the  iron; 
long,       March  a  -   long,     march  a- long; 


i 


—A — N — I- 


Sing  ing  mer-ri  -  ly,    sing-  ing 

See  the  boat  -  man  row  his 

See  the  black-smith  strike  the 

See  the  sol  -    diers  march  a  ■ 

NOTE. — Imitate  the  rowing,  striking,  etc. 


All    to  -  geth-  er  sing. 
Swift-  ly  down  the  stream. 
How  the  sparks  will     fly ! 
With    a   stead  -  y  tread. 


mer-  ri-  ly, 
boat, 
iron, 
long. 

Repeat  the  first  stanza  after  each  of  the  others, 


No.  84. 

Thomas  Moore, 

Bather  slow.  , 


THOSE  EVENING  BELLS. 


E.  0.  L. 


4 


—\ — ^ — « — =^  \ — ^ — «- 


1.  Those  evefling  bells !  those  evening  bells !  How  many  a  tale  their     mu-sic  tells 

2.  Those   joy-ous  hours  are  pass'd  a- way;  And  many  a  heart  that    then  was  gay 

3.  And     so  'twill  be  when     I  am  gone,  That  tune-ful  peal  will     still  ring  on ; 

^-^=^=^=F^^^=^^=f=d^  


wm 


Of  youth,  and  home,  and  that  sweet  time  When  last  I  beard  their   soothing  chime ! 
"With  -  in  the  tomb  now  darkly  dwells,  And  hears  no  more  those   evening  bells. 
While  oth-  er  bards  shall  walk  these  dells,  And  sing  your  praise,  sweet  evening  bells. 

I 


i 


Choeus. 


Those  even  - 
Those 

I  N 


-    ing    bells!         those    even   -    -    ing  bells! 

s  1  those  evening  bells  I  How  many  a  tale  their    mu-  sic  tells ! 


m 


Mod. 


No.  85.    WINTER  EVENING 


e 

1.  The 

2.  The 

3.  The 


day      is  done,    The  west  -  ern    sun  No  mere  re  -    mains ; 

moon    is  high,    The     a  -  zure  sky  Is  soft  and  clear; 

eve  -  ning  star    That  shines    a  -  far  Is  in  the      west ; 

--I— 


The  shades  of  night  Ob  -  scure  the  light.  And  dark  -  ness 
The  air  is  chill,  The  night  is  still.  No  sound  we 
And    we    must  lay     Our  books    a  -  way  And     go  to 


hear. 


No.  86.    STARS  OF  THE  SUMMER  NIGHT, 


Longfellow. 


Arr. 


m 


'  -9- 

1.  Stars    of  the   sum- mer  night,  Far  in  yon  az  -  ure  deeps,  Hide,  hide  your 

2.  Moon    of  tha   sum-  mer  night,  Far  down  yon  west-  ern  steeps.  Sink,  sink  in 

3.  Dreams  of  the    sum-  mer  night,  Tell  her,  her  lov  -  er  keeps  "Watch, while  in 


:tz± 


-V- 


rit. 


1 


-7^ 


golden  light,She  sleeps,  my  lady  sleeps.     She  sleeps,  she  sleeps,my  la-dy  sleeps. 
silverlight,Shesleeps,my  lady  sleeps.     She  sleeps,  she  sleeps,my  la-dy  sleeps, 
slumbers light,She  sleeps,  my  lady  sleeps.     She  sleeps,  she  sleeps,my  la-dy  sleeps. 


1 


r 


No.  87.    GOODNIGHT.  ro.l, 

From  the  "  School  Song  Book." 
Slow,  and  with  expression.  I       n      i       I       i  i 


-Jt:2 


1.  Good 

2.  Home  to 

3.  Good 


night! 
rest! 
night ! 


Good  night! 
Home  to    rest ! 
Good  night! 


To    each  wea-ry,  toil- worn  wight; 

Close  the  eye  and  calm  the  breast; 

Slum-  ber  on    till  morn-  ing  light; 

^  .  -9-  ^  J 


i 


i  r 


Now  the    day   so    sweet  -  ly  clos  -  es,  Ev'  -  ry   ach  -  ing   brow  re  -  pos  -  es 
Still  -  ness    thro'  the  streets  is  steal-  ing,  And  the  watchman's  horn   is  peal-  ing, 
Slum-  ber    till    an  -  oth  -  er  mor-  row  Brings  its   stores  of     joy    and  sor-  row ; 


m 


 «  0 — 

tr  — 

Peace- ful  -  ly  till  morn- ing  light.  Good  night!  Goodnight! 
And  the  night  calls  soft  -  ly,  "haste!"  Home  to  rest!  Goodnight! 
Fear- less,    in    the      Fa- ther's  sight.      Slum- ber    on;  Goodnight! 


m 


4=3 


s 


No.  88,    THE  RAIN. 


Bather  fast. 


E.  0.  L. 


1.  A  mil  lion  ti  -  ny  raindrops  Are  falling  all    a-round;  They're  dancing  on  the 

2.  A  light  and  air-  y   tre  -  ble  Is  play'd  up  on  the  stream ;  And  the  melody  en- 

3.  Oh!  'tis  a  storm  of  mu-  sic,  And  rob-ins  don't  in-  trude    If,  when  the  rain  is 

^  ./ft.  ^  •  ^  ^  ^ 


house-tops,  They're  hid-ing  in    the  ground.  They  are  fair  -  y  likemu-  si-  cians 
chants  us  Like  the  mu- sic    of     a    dream.    A       deep- er  bass  is  sound  ing 
wea  -  ry,   They    sing  an   in_-  ter-  lude.      It       seems  as   if  the  war  bling 


^        ^     ^    J».  u 


^— P-1 — ^-r  ^  ^  i  — t— ' 


With    an  -  y-thing  for    keys;  Beat  ing  time  upon    the  win  dows,  Playing 
When  they're  dropping  in  -  to    caves,  With  a  ten  -  or  from  the  zeph-  yrs,  And  an 
Of  the  birds  in  all    the    bow'rs    Had   gathered  in  -  to  rain  drops  And  was 


-# — # 


-v—v-^ 


-» — 


1 


Chorus. 


N  ^ 


—9-0^-^  


tunes  among  the  trees.  ^ 

al  -  to  from  the  waves.  >  Patter,  patter,  patter,  patter,  List  to  the  raindrops 
coming  down  in  show'rs.  ) 


r"t^ — TT — 1 

-€-'-9- 

fall ;  Patter,    patter,       patter,    patter,    List  to  the  raindrops  fall, 

pattering  fall; 


THE  RAIN.  Concluded. 


Pat-ter,  pat-ter 

^B.         .       ^  .ft. 


pat  ter,      pat  ter, 


mi 


List  to  the  raindrops  fall. 
 LV — ^  ^ — ^  ■  


Bather  fast 


No.  89.    THE  MAY  TIME.. 

Glover.  Arr.  for  this  work. 


1.  Wand'ring  in    the  May-  time,  Sweet  it     is     to  rove 

2.  Spring,  she  is     a    maid  -  en,  Wait-  ing    to     be  wooed, 

3.  Yes,  her  sweets  will  ri  -    fle   All   her  brightest  flow'rs, 


Just  be-  fore  the 
Hid-ing,  blossom- 
Of  her  wealth  a 


— « — 0- 


=5 


— 1- 


hay  -  time,  Thro*  the  leaf  -  y  grove, 

la  -    den.    In    her   sol  -  i  -  tude; 

tri  -    fle.  They  shall  soon  be  ours; 

N  N  N- 


Where  the  grass   is    bend  -  ing 
Coy  she     is   and  meek  -  er 
W  here  the  birds  are    sing  -  ing 


mm 


0% 


Wave-like  in 
Than  the  sum- 
Wel-conie  to 


the  breeze,    And  the  white  thorns  send-  ing  Perfumes  from  the 
mer  fair.       But  for  those  who    seek   her    She  has  gifts  more 
the    May,  Where  the  flow'rs  are  spring-  ing,There  we'll  be  to  - 


--  

\— f  

-0  

^ — • — f — f — f- 

 V- 
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 N — 
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 « — # 

And  the  white  thorns  send  -  ing     Per-fumes  from  the  trees. 

But  for  those  who     seek    her     She  has  gifts  more  rare. 

Where  the  flow'rs  are     spring-  ing,  There  we'll  be    to  -  day. 

—I  K  K  ^  


No.  90.    SLEEP  ON.  Serenade. 

With  expresa/ion. 


^ — 4- — ^— — — — ^ — ^ 

r   7    J   I  r  -i^ 


*  ^  *  *    T  b  u  r 

1.  Sleep  on,  dear  est,  while  a-round  thee  All  is  wrapt  in  si  -    lence  deep, 

2.  To   the  cham-ber    of  her  dwelling, Where nriy  love  in  slum  -  ber  lies; 

3.  And  the  woo-ingnight  wind  bears  them  Far  a-way  o'er  dis  -  tant  plain, 

 ^  ;  *  *  i    J  _ 


5:^ 


/I 


^  ^ 


-al--- 


d — p 


While  the  chains  of  sleep  have  bound  thee,  Angels  con  -  stantvig-  ils  keep. 
Thro'  the  trees  in  love  tones  tell-ing.  As  on  gold    -     en  lad  ders  rise. 

And  the  dream  -  ing  fair  one  hears  them, Hears  and  sweet  ly  dreams  a-  gain. 


» — # — 9 — e — 0- 


:t=t=t 


IB 
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Constant  vig 
Gold-en  lad 
Sweet-ly  dreams 


-&— 

ils 
ders 
a 


-o- 

keep,  Constant  vig 
rise,  Gold-  en  lad 
gain,  Sweet-ly  dreams 


^  ^  t 

ils  keep 
ders  rise, 
a    -  gain, 


-v—v—v—v—v—v- 


An  gels  constant  vigils  keep. 
As  on  gold-en  ladders  rise, 
Hears  and  sweetly  dreams  a-gain, 


An-gels  constant  vigils  keep. 
As  on  gold- en  ladders  rise. 
Hearsand  sweetly  dreams  a-gain. 


5i| 


No.  91.    0  COME  WITH  ME! 


Hozarti 

Fine. 


9 — 


f  O   come  with  me.  O 


come  with  me, The    sun  has  left    the  lea 


\  The  fragrant  flow'r  perfumes  the  bow'r,The  breeze  is  on  the 


D.C. — Both  breeze  and  flow'r  en  -  joy  the  hour,And  shall  not  you  and 


0  COME  WITH  ME.  Concluded. 


pi 


B.C. 


mi 


The  bird  whose  lay  was   trilled  all  day,    Is    soft  -  ly  float  -  ing      by ; 


The  village  bell  rings  through  the  dell, 

Its  music  we  may  hear; 
And  in  the  grove  the  sounds  we  love 

Will  greet  the  list'ning  ear. 


The  day  is  done,  and  one  by  one, 
The  stars  come  in  the  sky ; 

Both  breeze  and  flow'r  enjoy  the 
And  shall  not  you  and  I  ? 


hour, 


No.  92.    COLDLY  BLOWS  THE  BLAST. 


Freucli. 


1K- 


I    «-  ^  -  I 

J  Oh !  cold  -  ly  blows  the  northern  blast,Thro'  leafless  tree  tops  howl  -  ing,  ) 
'  (  The  gloom-y  night  is   gath-'ring  fast  And  threat' ning  clouds  are  scowl-ing.  / 


I 


I 


I 


i 


Chokds. 


3=r 


4=t 
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Then  tar  -  ry,  traveler,  rest  thee  here,  And  welcome  to    our  ho^ie  -  ly  cheer, 


iipil 


The  fire  shall  burn  mer  -  ri  -  ly,  Blaz  -  ing  bright  and  warm  ; 
"We'll   pass      the  night    cheer  -  i  -  ly.  Care  -  less     of       the  storm. 


-0- 

± 


i  The  mountain  road  is  drear  and  lone, 
The  wolves  are  fierce  and  hungry; 
The  light  of  day  will  soon  be  gone, 
The  storm  becomes  more  angry. 


3  No  moon  will  shine  thy  way  to  light. 
Nor  stars  to  cheer  and  guide  thee. 
The  wind  will  blow,  the  rain  will  beat, 
Some  evil  will  betide  thee. 


No.  93.    TO  A  HONEY  BEE. 


Alice  Gary, 

Fast 


i-^^^i — — ^ — ^ — ^-l — — ^ — ^ — f^-T — 1^ — — ^ — ^-1 — I  1 


1.  "  Bus  -  y  -  bod  -  y, 

2.  "  Bus  -  y  -  bod  -  yj 

.1^  ^ 


115 


bus  -  y  -  bod  -  y,  Al  -  ways  on  the  wing, 
^ —    y  -  bod  -  y,     Al  -  ways  light  and  gay, 

-|J8.     -16.     „^       .(L,  .fi.  .ft. 


bus 


-9-S — N-r"N — N — N — ^^^T— ^ — ^ — N — ^T^^^ — ^^:^f~^f^^^j  1 


•]  Wait  a  bit  where  you  have  lit  And  tell  me  why  you  sing. 
It  seems  to    me    for     all      I    see  Your  work  is     on  -  ly  play. 

^       .^1.     42.     ^  -fi.     ^     .(«.  -fi. 


 ^  ^  ^ — I  y/ — I— I  J 


Chorus. 


t 


"Come,  just     a  minute,  come,  From  your  rose  so  red." 


Hum 

>  > 


— ^zp  ^. 


'fi-'f  —  -^r^.  -[^ 


:EEH=£EE 


-fc^  


i 

That  was  all  she  said.  That  was  all  she  said. 


-tf. 

:t=t=t=t= 


Now  the  day  is  sinking  to 

The  goldenest  of  eves, 
And  she  doth  creep  for  quiet  sleep 

Among  the  lily-leaves.-Cno. 

4- 

But  the  while  I  mused  I  learned 
The  secret  of  her  way : 

*1  Do  my  part  with  cheerful  heart 
And  turn  niy  work  to  play.-  Cho. 


1. 


No.  94.    DRIVE  CARE  AWAY. 

2. 


Round. 


Drive  dull  care 
3. 


way, 


drive  care 
4. 


way;  There's 


no    time    like      the    pres  -  ent    time     To   drive  dull  care    a  -  way. 


No.  95.    MARCH  ALONG. 


Fast. 


:q--=q=q-T_iq--zii: 

-0-     -0-  -flj- 


-A  


b  b    b  : 

1.  We  are  climbing  Learning's  hill,  March  a  -  long,  march  along!  We  are 

2.  Ev  -  er    up-ward  will  we  go,     March  a  -  long,  march  a  long!  Ev  -  er 


climb-  ing  Learn  ing's  hill,    March    a  -  long,    march     a-  long!  We  are 
up  -  ward  will    we     go,    March    a  -  long,    march     a-  long!   Ev  -  er 

-J- 


climb  ing  Learning's  hill.    And  we'll  climb   it   with    a    will;  March  a 
up-  ward  will  we    go,  Though  our    pro- gress  may  be  slow;  March  a 


V — f- 


long,  march  a  long,  march  along,  a- 
long,  march  a-long,  march  along,  a- 


long! 
long! 


Let  the  sluggard  lag  behind, 
March  along,  march  along! 

Let  the  sluggard  lag  behind, 
March  along,  march  along! 

Let  the  sluggard  lag  behind, 

Pleasure  we  shall  always  find; 
March  along,  march  along, 
march  along,  along ! 


i 


No.  96.  THE  FIREMAN'S  CALL.  Round. 
1.  2. 


Hark!     hear    the     bell,    boys!    Hear    its    thrill  -  ing  song! 


i 


3, 


9 


3LZ 


Fire!    fire!      fire!      fire!    Hur-ry    the    en- gine    a    -    long  I 


Phebe  Gary, 
Fad. 


No.  97.    GO  TO  WORK. 


E.  0.  L. 


1.  Don't     ev  -  er  go  hunting  for  pleas- ures,  They  can- not  be  found  thus,  I  know ; 

2.  The     ant  builds  her  house  with  her  la  -  bor,  The    squir-rel  looks  out  for  his  mast, 

3.  The      time   is  too  short  to  be  wait-  ing,  The     day  maketh  haste  to  the  night, 


Nor  yet  fall  a-  dig-ging  for  treasures,  Un  -  less  with  the  spade  and  the  hoe ! 
And  he  who  depends  on  his  neighbor-  Will  nev-er  have  friends,  first  or  last. 
And  'tis  just   as  hard  work  to  be   hat- ing    Tour  work  as  to  do    it  out- right. 


m 


0-^ 


:5— ^ 


y  y 


The  bee  has  to  work  for  the  hon  -  ey,  The  drone  has  no  right  to  the  food, 
Then,  do  not  put  off  till  to-  mor-  row.  The  thing  that  you  ought  to  do  now, 
Don't  wea-  ry  out  will  with  de-lay  -  ing,  And    when  you  are  crowded,  don't  stop ; 


And .     he  who  has  not  earned  his  mon-  ey     "Will  get  from  his  mon-  ey  no  good. 
But      first  set  the  share  in  the  fur -row,    And  then  set  your  hand  to  the  plough. 
Be  -  lieve  me,  there's  truth  in  the  say- ing,  "There  al- ways  is  room  at  the  top." 


No.  98.    SONG  OF  THE  FIELDS.    Round.  l. 

1.  2.   From  "The  School  Song  Book." 


3. 


come   a -way, 


come   a- way, 


In  pleas -ure  pass  the  day; 
4. 


1 


-0-^—0 — #- 


And     hap-pi-ness  the    hours  will  bless,  Then    haste  and  come    a  -  way. 

NOTE. — No.  98  may  also  be  sung  as  a  four-part  round  by  regarding  each  "  brace  "  or  "  score  "  as  one  part.  There 
m»  Y  also  be  as  many  parts  as  measures  ;  but  probably  the  best  effect  will  be  produced  by  singing  the  round  as  marked. 
Change  the  key,"  if  necessary. 


SONG  OF  THE  FIELDS,  Concluded. 


Come   a  -  way,      come   a  -  way,      To    the  fields  and  woods  a  -  way ; 


—  ev- 


Yes,   come  a -way,  0     come    a -way,    In     pleas -ure  pass  the  day. 


HI 


No.  99.    LAUGHING  SONG. 

Fast.     With  expression.      w  N    N    s  . 


E.  0.  L. 


-i 


r 


r  The  doc-  tors  say  'tis  good  for  health  To  laugh  and  ha,ha,  ha 

\  The  pan  -  a  -  ce-  a's  found  at  last,    A  heart-  y    ha,  ha,  ha 

g  j  But  no,  the  M.  D.'s  need  not  fear  This  general  ha,  ha,  ha, 

\  There  are  morose  and  gloom-y  ones  They  will  not  ha,  ha,  ha; 


h  ^  h  h 


jft.  ^  ^ 


So  cast-ing  nauseoua 
A    Q  -  ni-  ver-  sal 
For  ma-  ny  sad  mis- 
'Tis  ver  -  y  wick-ed, 


V— U— U— 


^5: 


-»  »- 


V— t^— t^— t/- 


^ 


I  Choeus. 
N-HVj^ —  ^  N- 


drugs  away,  We'll  take  a  ha,  ha,  ha. 

rem  -  e-  dy,  And  

■  ta-  ken  folks  Will  never  ha,  ha,  ha. 

such  a  sin"  They  

^  ^ 


gra-tis,  too,  ha,  ha.      Ha,  ha,  ha, 


t=[==t: 


V — v-v—v- 


Ha,  ha, 


1 


Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha; 


t 

ha,      ha,  ha,      ha,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 


11 


:H=t: 


i 


*i  g  g  i- 


i,  ha. 


3  And  then  there  are  your  stately  folks, 

They  wiH  not  ha,  ha,  ha; 
They've  too  much  dignity  to  join 

A  boisterous  ha,  ha,  ha. 
If  one  should  chance  to  "crack  a  joke," 

And  others  ha,  ha,  ha. 
They  blandly  smile,  with  graceful  nod, 

But  oh !  don't  ha,  ha,  ha. — Cho. 


Ha,  ha,       ha,  ha, 
4  Some  wondrous  wise  ones,  too,  will  tell 
Tis  foolish  to  ha,  ha ; 
And  yet  there's  true  philosophy 

In  cheering  ha,  ha,  ha. 
These  glum,  wise  people,  and  polite, 

Who  never  ha,  ha,  ha. 
May  fee  the  doctors  while  we  sing 
A  merry  ha,  ha,  ha.— Cho. 


Mod. 


No.  100.    THE  WATER  WHEEL, 


A  1- 


E.  0.  L. 


In 


i — * — 5 

f  List-  en    to   the    wa-  ter  mill,  All  the  live-long  day,      How  the  clanking 

*  (  Lan  guid-  ly  the    au  tumn  wind  Stirs  the  greenwood  leaves,From  the  field  the 
J  Take  this  les- son     to  thy- self,  Lov  ing  heart  and  true,      Gold-en  years  are 

*  \  Strive  to  make  the  most  of  life,  Lose  no  hap-  py    day.     Time  will  nev-  er 

 p. — P- — P-  ^ — — -P — ^ — 0.—^      ^,.^  ^  

-P— 4,-# — » — p — »-H  !  !  *— i  -j  i — i-h      *^  \-9 — ^ — H  1— 


i 


1 — r 


1111 


— I- 


Choeus. 


\—A—X 


of   the  wheels  Wears  the  hours  a  -  way. 
reap-  ers  sing,  Bind-  ing   up    the  sheaves, 
fleet-  ing    by,   Youth  is    pass-  ing,  too. 
bring  thee  back  Chanc-es  swept  a  -  way. 

^  i  ^  f«— f  •  ft—x—^~- 


For  the    mill  will  nev  -  er, 


:l  1- 


:=l==l: 

"9 


er  grind  With  the    wa  -  ter  that  is 


^9— 


f 


past;  The    mill  will  nev  -  er. 


1  1 


i 


-0—0 


-1-4—1 


nev 


er  grind  With  the  water  that  is  past. 


Work  while  yet  the  daylight  shines, 

Man  of  strength  and  will ; 
Never  does  the  streamlet  glide 

Useless  by  the  mill. 
Wait  not  till  to-morrow's  sun 

Beams  upon  the  way; 
All  that  thou  canst  call  thine  own 

Is  with  thee  to-day. 


m.  101.    WE'LL  ROW  THEE  O'ER  THE  WATERS, 


Fine. 


--i — ^=!  r 

— a(  1  ^ — ^- 

 1  

— 0  J — J-^-0 — 

i — a — 

f  We'll  row  thee  o'er  the  wa-  ters,  In  our  mer  -  ry  gon-  do  -  let,  ") 
I  To   yon  green  flow'ry     is- land  Where  our  sis  -  ter  fays  have  met.  ) 

-0-    -0-  -0-    -0-     -0-    -0-  I        hi  h 

 ^-U-'=r— tr-h— tr-'-h— tr-1 — \j — ^—0-0—0-^  ="3 

(jPori).C.)01eaveyourearthly  dwelling,  And  for    ev  -  er  with  us  roam. 


WE'LL  ROW  THEE  O'ER  THE  WATERS.  Concluded. 


D.a 


«3 


We'll  show  thee 


all 

I 


our  pas  -  times 


In     our  bright  and 


-#--5- 


hap  -  py  home. 


We'll  row  thee  o'er  the  waters, 
To  a  land  of  pure  delight, 

Where  sorrow  may  not  enter, 
Or  sad  clouds  bedim  the  night; 


Rare  flowers  of  fairy  perfume 
To  adorn  thy  hair,  we'll  twine. 

While  gems  of  dazzling  brightness 
On  thy  spotless  brow  shall  shine. 


Allegretto. 


No,  102.    GOING  MAYING. 

Kageli. 


Arr.  for  this  work* 


J  f  Oh !  the  days  when  we  went  Maying,  How  they  seem 
'  \  O'er  the  fields  of 


dai  sies  stray-ing,  Thro' 
-0- 


the  green-wood  by  the  stream 


t=t=t 


m 


li-  est   flow'rs  'Mid  the  grasses 


f- 

lush  and  sweet; 


2  Golden  dreams  of  happy  childhood, 

When  the  earth  and  skies  were  new 
When  in  meadow  and  in  wildwood, 

Only  flow'rs  of  Eden  grew. 
Then  the  birds  were  always  singing, 

Then  the  leaves  were  always  green ; 
Then  the  sun  shone  always,  bringing 

Rapture  in  its  very  sheen. 


the  dream  is  gone  forever 
And  the  skies  are  bleak  and  gray ; 
And  the  birds  and  sunshine  never 
Sing  or  sparkle  round  our  way; 
And  the  light  of  day  is  failing, 

And  the  leaves  are  falling  sear; 
And  the  night  wind  rises,  wailing, 
And  the  end  will  soon  be  here. 


No.  108.    THE  FALLING  SNOW, 

Prom  "Apple  Blossoms." 

I    h  ^  ^  > .  J  ^ 


£.  0.  L. 


I 


1.  The    snow     it    fall  -  eth    so     soft    and  slow,    This     beau  -  ti  -  ful, 

2.  The    sncjw     it    fall  -  eth    so     soft    and  slow,  From  the   an    -  gels' 

3.  The    snow     it    fall  -  eth    so     soft    and  slow,  Thro' the  veil   of  the 


— W  1  —  b»- 


— ^ 


-0-  -fih     S'     -0-  -0- 


N-A— A 


bus  -    y     night;    The  mists  reach  down  to    the  earth    be  low,  And 
cloud  -  ed     bars ;     The  feath  -  'ry  flakes  at    the  win  -  dow  blow,  And 
dark-en- ing    night;    Till  morn  -  ing  dawns  in     a     ros  -  y  glow,  And  the 


 V    V — v-\  1      V — I  v^- 


itizt 


^ 


Chorus. 


 ^— ^-A-^^-A-r-|^-l — r 


all  is  one  sheet  of  white, 
dot  it  with  ti  -  ny  stars, 
sky       is  blue  and  bright. 


f 

Snow,  snow,     snow;  The  beau-ti  ful,  fall-ing 


snow; 


Snow,  snow,    snow  ;  The  beau-  ti  -  ful,    fall  -  ing  snow. 


beau-ti  ful  snow ; 


No.  104.    MARCH.  Round. 


From  "The  School  Song  Book." 


1.  March,  march,  march,     we'll     glad  -    ly     marrh      a    -  long; 

2.  Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,         a  -    cross     the      vale     and       hill ; 


MARCH.  Concluded, 


2. 


-T^  1 

^rtv  ^ — 

W       h  - 

 s  

h 

— »~ — 

h 

-J=EP— j"— J- 

March,  march,  march,  and  sing  a  joy  -  ous  song. 
Tramp,    tramp,  tramp,         a    -    long     the      shad  -    y  rill. 


No.  105.    GENTLE  SPRING  IS  HERE  AGAIN. 

Words  by  A.  S.  Kieffer.  By  per.  German. 


Gen  -  tie  spring  is  here 
And       the  sing  -  ing  birds 

I 


a  -  gain,  Bring  -  ing  mirth  and 
have    come,    Chas    -    ing  gloom  and 


{For  D.a)¥oT 


ing    tone,    Which    could  bring  it 

D. 


i 


r  But  my  heart 
\  Though  the     win  ■ 


is 
try 


sad 
days 


and  lone, 
have  flown, 


i 


glad    -  ness. 
2  Years  ago  her  gentle  voice 

Filled  my  heart  with  pleasure, 
And  life's  lot  was  full  of  joy. 
With  this  single  treasure ; 
But  no  joy  earth  now  can  give, 

Tempting  with  the  wish  to  live, 
And  I  linger  but  to  grieve 
For  the  dear,  lost  treasure. 


All  alone  she  calmly  sleeps, 

Underneath  the  willow. 
And  the  harebell  mutely  weeps 

Tears  upon  her  pillow ; 
But  her  face  still  brightly  beams. 

Coming  to  me  in  my  dreams — 
Like  an  angel's  still  it  seems — 

Bending  o'er  my  pillow. 


No.  106.    TOGETHER.    Exercise  Song. 


-4 

I.  We'll  all  stand  up    to  -  geth  -  er.    To  -  geth  -   er,    to  -  geth  -  er;  We'll 


all    stand  up      to  -  geth  -    er,    And   mer  -   ri  -   ly    we'll  sing. 

2  We'll  clap  our  hands  together,  etc.        I     4  We'll  turn  around  together,  etc. 

3  We'll  nod  our  heads  together,  etc.        1     5  We'll  all  sit  down  together,  etc. 


No,  107.    THE  WOOD  HORN. 


Rather  slaic. 


E.  0.  L. 
N 


T.  How  sweetly  peal       o'er  hill  and  vale,      The  mar-  ry  wood  horn's  wind  ing 

2.  And  ev -'ry  tree         up- on  the  lea,        Now  waves  its  branches  green  and 

3.  All  hearts  re-bound,  when  first  re-sound       Ourmer-ry  notes    at     break  of 


^^^^^^^^^^^ 

notes;  So  long  and  clear,        rrid  oak-wood  sear.       The   dis- tant 

hale,  And  pure  and  sweet        the    wa-  ters  meet  A-down  yon 

morn,         And  glad  our  hearts,      when  ech  -  o  starts,         As  winds  the 


Chorus. 

I  


ech 

peace 


o 

ful 


floats.  ^ 
vale.  > 
horn.  ) 


.  .   .    The  mer-  ry 


V — — 


m 


Eepeat  pp. 


i 


wood  horn's  winding  notes;  The  distant  ech  -  o  floats. 


*  NOTE. — Kum  the  passage  with  the  lips  closed,  imitating  the  sound  of  a  bugle. 


No,  108.    PICTURES  OF  MEMORY. 


Alice  Gary. 

Andante. 


E.  0.  L. 


1.  A-mong  the  beau-ti- ful  pict  ures    That  hang  on  memo- ry's  wall,  Is 

2.  Not   for  the  milk-white  lilies     That  lean  from  the  fragrant  ledge,  Co  - 


V—tf—i'- 


once  of  a  dim  old  for  -  est.  That  seem  eth  the  best  of  all ; 
-  quet-ting  all  day  with  the  sun-beams,  And  steal-ing  their  gold-en  edge 


'» — 0- 


-v—v- 


:t=t=t=zt: 


-v-v- 


Not    for  its  gnarled  oaks  old  -  en,        Dark  with   the  mis  -  tie  -  toe  ; 

Not    for  the  vines  in  the  up  -  land.  Where  the  bright  red  ber- ries  rest.  Nor  the 


±±-r: 


r— r 


jzzt 


Not  for  the  violets  golden, That  sprinkle  the  vale  below,That  sprinkle  the  vale  below, 
pinks.not  the  pale  sweet  cowslips,  1 1  seemeth  tome  the  best,It  seemeth  to  me  the  best. 


-»-9~S-  -&- 


y  y  V  \^ 


fztitic 


I  once  had  a  little  brother 

With  eyes  that  were  dark  and  deep ; 
In  the  lap  of  that  dim  old  forest 

He  lieth  in  peace  asleep ; 
Light  as  the  down  of  the  thistle, 

Free  as  the  winds  that  blow, 
We  roved  there  the  beautiful  summers, 
The  sumt^ers  ot  long  ago, 
The  surrmers  of  long  ago. 


But  once  when  the  arrows  of  sunset 

Lodged  in  the  tree  tops  bright. 
He  fell  in  his  saint-like  beauty 
Asleep  by  the  gates  of  light. 
Therefore,  of  all  the  pictures 

That  hang  on  memory's  wall, 
The  one  of  ihe  dim  old  forest 
Seemeth  the  best  of  all ; 
Seemeth  the  best  of  all. 


No.  109.  GIVE. 


Mod. 


L. 

Erom  "The  School  Song  Book." 

Fine. 


3EJ 


j  See  the    riv  -  ers    flow    -  ing 
Pouring  ail  their  treas  -  ures 


Down-ward  to  the 
Boun  -  ti  -  ful  and 

I  I 


sea, 
free 


:t=t: 


{For D.C.)Or,  i(  need  be,  show    -    ers     Feed  them  from  the  skies. 


i 


!  I 


B.C. 


See,   to  help  their  giv 


ing,  Hid  den  springs  a  -  rise; 

1        i  . 


:t=t: 


jft — |t 


r— r— r-'  

3  Give  thy  heart's  best  treasures; 
From  fair  nature  learn; 
Give  thy  love,  and  ask  not, 

Wait  not  for  return ! 
And  the  more  thou  givest 

Of  thy  little  store, 
With  a  double  bounty 
God  will  give  thee  more. 


Watch  the  princely  flowers 

Their  rich  fragrance  spread. 
Load  the  air  with  perfumes. 

From  their  beauty  shed; 
Yet  their  lavish  spending 

I^eaves  them  not  in  dearth, 
With  fresh  life  replenished 

By  their  mother  Earth. 


No.  no.    THE  FAIRY  ELVES. 


St,  Nicholas. 


-i^. 


1.  The  witches  get  in    my  books,  I  know.  Or    else   it's  fair-y  elves; 

2.  And   oft-  en  they  whisper  "Come  and  play, The  sun     is  shin-ing  bright!" 

3.  They  dance    a-mong  the   stu-  pid  words.They  twist  the  rules  a  -  wry; 

4.  They  can't    be  heard,  they  can't  be  seen, — I   know  not  how  they  look. 


9 — 9- 


For  when  I  stud-  y  they  plague  me  so,       I     feel  like  one  of  themselves. 
And  when  I  fling      the  book  a  -  way,  They  flut  -  ter  with  de  -  light. 
And   fly     a- cross     the    page  like  birds,Tho'   I    can't  see  them  fly. 
And  yet  they  al  -   ways  lurk  be-tween  The  leaves  of  a  lesson  book. 

4  


1^  -9  »  0 


Fast. 


No.  111.    A  BREEZY  MORNING. 


E.  0.  L. 


1.  Tra,  la,  tra,  la,  the  breezes  may  blow,  The  skies  are  bright  above  us,  Tra,  la,  tra,  la,  we 

2.  Tra,  la,  tra,  la,  we're  dashing  along,  Bach  moment  pleasure  bringing,  Tra,  la,  tra,  la,  we'll 
8.  Tra,  la,  tra,  la,  we'll  soon  be  at  home,  Our  hearts  are  full  of  gladness,  Tra,  la,  tra,  la,  no 


Choeus.  I 


mer-ri-ly  go.  In  haste  io  those  who  love  us.  ]  Tra,  la,         Tra,  la, 
ech  -  0  the  song,  We  hear  the '  /iicl  bird  singing,  y 

sorrow  will  come,  No  trace  of  care  cr    sadness.  J  Tra,  la,  tra,  la,  Tra,  la,  tra,  la, 


We 


=P=K= 
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.    ^1  lb 

hail  the  breez-y  morn  -  ing,  Tra,  la,        Tra,  la.  Its  rage  and  bluster  scorning. 

Tra,  ia,  tra,  la,  Tra,  la,  tra,  la, 


Nc.  112.  AFTER. 

Slow,  and  with  expression. 


1.  Aft-er  the  shower  the  tranq  ail       Aft-er  the  snow  the  em'rald  leaves ;  Bright,  silver 

2.  Aft-er  the  clouds  the  clear,  blue  jkv  ;  Aft-er  the  temp- est  lull  of  waves :  Qui  -  et  the 

■    N   h  h 


✓  1/  i> 


3. 

After  the  knell  the  wedding  bells ; 
^'.n  After  the  bud  the  radiant  rose; 

0  Joyful  the  greetings  from  sad  farewells, 


slarswheldayisdone;  Atterthehamstgoldensheaves.  "'"P"? 
woods  when  winds  go  by;  After  the  battle  peaceful  graves.  , 
  I  ,S  .  I  I     ^^^^      hill  the  peaceful  mead ; 


r  1^  1^  1^ 


^-j-^j-^.  After  the  flight  the  downy  nest; 
Iaipg-5j  I  After  the  furrow  the  waking  seed 
[~'{~T~^Hl  After  the  shadowy  river,  rest. 


No,  lis,    WILL  YOU  COME? 


Bather  fast. 

-K- 


Von  Weber. 
Arr.  for  this  work. 


--4—4- 


.wzzm: 


1.  Will  you  come  where  the  wild  bse  is  humming.  'Mid  the  blossoms  and  flowers  so  gay? 

2.  Will  you  come  where  the  brook  gently  glid  -  ing,  Murmurs  soft  in  the  cool,  si-  lent  shade, 

3.  Will  you  come  when  the  day-light  ad-vanc-ing,  Calleth  man  to  his  la-  bor  and  toil, 


^  V  V 


Fine. 


-4—^9- 


'Tis  her  song  that  the  springtime  is  com-  ing,  'Tis  her  con-  stant  and  beauti  -  ful  lay. 

Where  the  vio-  let  is  mod  -  est-  ly  hid  -  ing.  In  its  low  -  ly  but  beauti  -M  bed? 

Ev'-ry  pleas-ure  its  val  -  ue  en-hanc-ing,  As  we  gath  -  er  our  wealth  from  the  soil  ? 

rt     t-T      ,     <t-rf       .       -   .     .     .     .  f-r. 


D.C.  {After  rev  eat ) . 

^  P**  ^'  ' 


r  Will  you  come  to  the  woodland  and  mountain,  Where  the  flocks  feed  on  meadows  so  green,  ) 
\  Where  they  sip  from  the  clear,  crystal  fount-ain?  'Tisthe  love-  li  -  est  sight  to  be  seen,  j 
Will  you  come  when  the  sun  gilds  the  morn-ing  With  the  love- li  -  est  tints  of  the  rose,  \ 
All  the  hills  and  the  val  -  leys  a-  dorn-ing,  While  in  radiance  and  splen-dor  it  glows?  j 
Will  you  come  when  the  shadows  of  ev'-ning  Round  our  cot-  tageher  man- tie  has  thrown,  "i 
Freshen- joyment  and  hap- pi-nessbreathiDg,  When  the  work  of  the  day  all  is  done?  j" 


m 


-Ft 


V  V  ^    ^  ^ 


No.  114,  EVENING  SONG 

^  I^SIow ;  sing  without  interlude.  j 


=4= 


d=: 


1.  Now  the  day   is  0 

2.  " 


4  L 


E.  0.  L. 


ver,  Night  is   draw-ing  nigh,    Shad-  ows  of  the 


1 

-0  #  0 — 0-\ 

0 — 0   ^ — 0  -, 

^^=^ 

1  1 

1  1 

^ 


ev'-  ning  Steal  a  -  cross  the  sky. 
blcss-ing  May  our  eye  -  lids  close. 
_^^_^^__]  1  L,_I 


3.  Through  the  long  night  watches, 

May  Thine  angels  spread 
Their  white  wings  above  me, 
Wjitching  round  my  bed. 

4.  When  the  mornmg  wakens. 

Then  may  I  anse 
Pure  and  true  and  sinless 
In  Thy  holy  eyes. 


1.  0  -  pen  the  door  for  the  chil-  dren,  Ten-  der-  ly  gath-er  them  in,         In  from  the 

2.  0-  pen  the  door  for  the  chil- dren,  See !  they  are  com-ing  in   throngs;  Bid  them  sit 

3.  0-  pen  the  door  for  the  chil- dren,  Welcome  them  in- to  the  fold;       Lov- ing- ly, 


1 


highways  and  hedges.     In  from  the  plac-es  of   sin.         Some  are  so  young  and  so 
down  to  the  banquet,  Teach  them  your  beauti-ful  songs.       Pray  you  the    Fa-  ther  to 
tea-  der-ly  guard  them,Shield  them  from  storm  and  from  cold.  Bring  them  all   in  -  to  the 


hebless.  Some  are  so  hiin-  erv  and  cold :      0-  Den  the  door  for  the  children,  Gather  them 


helpless,  Some  are  so  hiin-  gry  and  cold ;      0-  pen  the  door  for  the  children,  Gather  them 
bless  them,  Pray  you  that  grace  may  be  giv'n ;     0-  pen  the  door  for  the  children,  Of  such  is  the 
sunshine,  Grown  them  with  garlands  of  flowers ;  0-pen  thedoor  for  thechildren,Some  have  been 


i 


Fine.  Chorus. 


\        V  ^ 

D.S. 


in  -  to  the  fold, 
kingdom  of  Heav'; 
waiting  for  hours. 


J  Open 

7  V  V  PVtr|- 


pen  the  door, 


0    -    pen  the  door ; 


the  door,  now  open  the  door  ;  Open  the  door,now  open  the  door ; 


No.  lie.    CONFIDENCE  IN  GOD. 

(  Manoah.)  E,  0,  L. 


1  Lord,  when  on  life's  tempestuous  sea 

My  frail  bark  dashes  wild, 
With  confidence  I  look  to  Thee ; 
O  Father,  guard  Thy  child. 

2  When  sorrow's  storms  around  me  break, 

When  loved  ones  droop  and  die, 
To  Thee  my  burdens  will  I  take, 
On  Thee  I  can  rely. 


3  And  when  at  last,  life's  journey's  done, 

Its  triSls  and  troubles  o'er, 
I'll  meet  the  friends  before  me  gone. 
Upon  the  spirit-shore. 

4  And  with  a  mighty,  might  host, 

We'll  sing,  through  endless  days, 
To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost 
Forever  be  the  praise. 


No,  117.    VESPER  SONG.  Quartet. 


Andante  con  espress. 


E.  Oram  Ljte, 


rr 


Slow  fades  the  ev'n  -  ing  light,  Soft 
Earth,  like     a  wea  -    ry  one.  Sinks 


3.  Bells     on  the 


val 


ley  side 


Tin 


falls 
to 
kle 


the 
re  - 
and 


dew ; 
pose; 


'U'        '!>      1/  "I" 

Soft  falls  the  dew ; 
Sinks  to  re-  pose; 
Tin-  kle  and  cease : 


Slow  fades  the  ev'ning  light, 
Earth,  like  a  wea-  ry  one. 
Bells  on  the  val-  ley  side. 


I 


Faint  -  ly    the    stars       of  night 
Cool  comes  the  zeph   -    yr  on. 
Dark  -  er    the   shad  -   ows  glide, 


rr 


m 


Glim-  mer  to  view.  . 
Shut  -  ting  the  rose.  . 
All      is     at  peace.  . 


1^ 


Faint-  ly  the  stars  of  night 
Cool  comes  the  zeph-yr  on. 
Dark-  er  the  shadows  glide, 


Glim-mer  to  view. 
Shut-ting  the  rose. 
All    is   at  peace. 


Refeain".    {For  each  stanza.) 


^-^^ 

Gen  -  tie  and 

1       ^  1 

mer  -  ci  -  ful. 

Thou    who  wast 

cru  -  ci-  fied, 

^  - 

1  

_^  =-     ^  p  ^n- 1  


I 

Bring,    O        Thou       Ho  -  ly  One,        Peace       to    my  heart! 


^^^^^ 


VESPER  SONG.  Concluded, 


^  P  Kit.  I 


PP 


1 


Bring 


Thou 


Ho  -  ly  One, 


r — 

Peace       to    my  heart! 


Adelaide  A.  Proctor. 


Jo.  m.    EVENING  HYMN. 

r-i- 


Beethoven. 


 1- 

(The  shad-ows  of     the     even-ing hours  Fall  on     the  darkening  sky; 

\  Up  -  on    the  fragrance    of     the  flow'rs  The  

f  The  sor- rows  of  Thy  serv-ants,  Lord,  Oh !  do  Thou  not  des-pise; 
\  But   let     the  in  -  cense  of     our  pray 'rs  Be  -  

-I  M— 


dews  of  even-  ing  lie; 
fore   Thy  mer  -  cy    rise ; 


[Be  -  fore  Thythrone,0 
\  Look  on  Thy  children 
j  The  bright  ness  of  the 
\  With  hopes  of  fut  -  ure 


Lord 
from 
com  - 
glo  - 


1/    I         L/  . 
of  Heav'n!We; 
on  high,  And  i 
ing  night  Up  - 
ry  chase  Ike 


-2- 


hear     us    while  we 


m 


kneel  at  close  of  day; 
on       the    dark-  ness  rolls; 


^ 


zzzt 


shad  -  ows  from  our 


51 


pray, 
souls. 


No,  119.    THE  BIRD  LET  LOOSE. 


Thomas  Moore. 


Beethoven. 


i: 


1.  The  bird   let  loose  in  east  ern  skies,When  hast'ning  fondly    home,  Ne'er 

2.  So    grant  me,  God,  from  ev'- ry  care,  And  strain  of  pas- sion    free,  A- 


-» — »- 


\f     V  V 


stoops  to  earth  her  wing,  nor  flies  Where  i  -  die  war-blers  roam ; 
loft, through virture" spur  -  er   air.  To   hold  my  course  to  Thee! 


But 

No 


^/        ;/  ^      ^      ^  U' 

noth  -  ing  earth  ly  bounds  her  flight,Nor  shad-ow  dims  her  way. 
sun  -  shine  on   her    joy  -  ful  way,  Thy  free  dom  in   her  wings! 


-jt 


11 


-w  . 

high  she  shoots  thro'  air  and  light,  A  -  bove  all  low  de  -  lay.  Where 
sin     to  cloud,  no    lure     to  stay  My    soul,    as  home  she  springs; — Thy 


No.  120.    CHILD'S  NIGHT  SONG. 


The  Independent, 


Leave  us,  for  the 
Draw  thy  curtains  round  our  heads;  And,  a  -  bove  our 
/  Tho'  the  sun  is    out     of  sight,     We    are  not     a  - 
\  And  He  lov-eth  ev  -  'ry    one —   Ev  -  'ry  thing  be 


day  is  done; 

lit  -  tie  beds, 

fraid  of  night; 

neath  the  sun; 


A — I 


sir 


We  are  tired  of  so  much  light,  Come  to  us,  O  rest-ful  Night. 

Like  the  stars  shine  bright  and  clear,Till  the  day  a  -  gain  is  here. 

He  who  made  both  night  and  day  Watches  o-  ver     us  al-  way. 

Yet  we  think,  in  our  soft  nest.  That  He  loves  the  chil-dren  best 


£.  0.  L. 


No.  121.  PRAYER. 

-1  1- 


E.  0.  L. 


-g{ — ^ 


1.  Our    Fa  -  ther,    God  a 

2.  Give  us       our     dai  -  ly 


bove,  O  hal  -  lowed  be  Thy  name ; 
bread,    For    by     Thy  grace  we     live ; 


z=zi 


_[22- 


It: 


I     I  I 


^=3 


I       -        '  -s^f  K§?H 

Thy  kingdom  come,Thy  wilIbedone,In  earth  and  Heaven  the  same. 
For  give  our  tres-pass-  es,  O  Lord  !  As  oth-  ers   we   for  -  give. 
J    -^  Sl  I  I 


— ©>- 


H'-H  1  1  1  

I    M  I  1 


tut: 


3  Into  temptation's  power 
O  lead  us  not,  we  pray ; 
In  mercy,  Lord,  deliver  us 
From  evil's  wicked  way. 


4  And  Thine  the  kingdom,  Lord, 
And  Thine  the  glory  be, 
And  Thine  the  everlasting  power, 
Through  all  eternity.  Amen. 


Vo.  122.    PL  ACID  A. 


Herold. 
4- 


i 


Guide  me,  O  Thou  great  Je-  ho-vah  !  Pil  grim  thro'  this 


bar 


ren  land ;  1 

I    am  weak,  but  Thou  art  mighty,  Hold  me  with  Thy    powerful  hand  :  j 


ii— • 


9 


Bread  of  Heav  en,    Bread  of  Heav-en,  Feed  me  now  and 


-W — ^ — H  f— 


ev  -  er-  more. 


lii 

I 


2  Open  now  the  crystal  fountain, 

Whence  the  healing  waters  flow  ; 
Let  the  fiery,  cloudy  pillar 

Lead  me  all  my  journey  through  : 

Strong  Deliverer, 
Be  Thou  still  my  strength  and  shield. 


3  When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 
Bid  my  anxious  fears  subside  ; 
Bear  me  through  the  swelling  current, 
Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side  : 

Songs  of  praises 
I  will  ever  give  to  Thee. 


No.  123.    HYMN  OF  FAITH. 


German. 


But  should  the  surges  rise, 

And  rest  delay  to  come, 
Blest  be  the  tempest,  kirid  the  storm 

Which  drives  us  nearer  home. 
Soon  shall  our  doubts  and  fears 

All  yield  to  Thy  control ; 


ill  I 
Thy  tender  mercies  shall  illume 

The  midnight  of  the  soul. 
Teach  us,  in  every  state, 

To  make  Thy  will  our  own; 
And  when  the  joys  of  sense  depart, 
To  live  by  faith  alone. 


No.  124,    HASTENING  HOME.  A.s.Kieffer. 

From  the  "Starry  Crown,"  By  per. 


-A — 


3^: 


1.  This     is  not    my     place  of  rest  -  ing ;  Mine's  a  cit  -    y     yet      to  come  ; 

2.  In       it  all      is      light  and  glo  -  ry.    O'er    it  shines  an    end  -  less  day; 

3.  Soon    I'll  pass  this    drear- y  des  -  ert.  Soon  I'll  bid  fare- well    to  pain, 

i    ^  I    ^  r]  ^      ^  ^ 

h-#— £— is-- 


{For  D.S.j)  sing  words  in  italics. 

;f — -4-— -IV—I— -- 1^- 


Fine. 


1 


Onward  to  it  I     am  hastening^  Hasf  ning to   my  hap 

Ev  -  'ry  trace  of  sin's  sad  sto  -  ry     By  God's  grace  has  passed 

Nev  -  er  more  be  sad  and  wea  -  ry,  Nev  -  er  more  to  sin 

I    ^  I  r 


ii3 


n 


py  home. 
a-  way. 
a-  gain. 


HASTENING  HOME.  Concluded, 


Choeus. 


D.8. 


H  


— ^  ^ 

Hast-'ning    to     my  home, 


Hast-'ning   to     my  home; 

it==:t==?=£ 


hap  -  py  home. 


hap  -  py  home ; 


No.  125.    NOTHING  BUT  LEAVES. 


E.  0.  L. 


 • 


1.  Nothing  but  leaves;  the  spir  -  it  grieves  ^    Over  a     wast  -  ed  life; 

2.  Nothing  but  leaves;  no  garner-ed  sheaves  Of  life's  fair,   ri  -  pened  grain 


r-jig-Hzr-r-g 


r-T 


Sins  com  mitted  while  conscience  slept, ^  Promises  made  but  nev  -  er 
Words,  idle  words,  for  earn-  est  deeds  ■  We  sow  our    seeds,-  lo  !  tares  and 


I 


— i- 


mm 

!-J-|-f2  ^_ 


kept,  ^  Ha 
weeds;  We  reap, with 


tred,  battle,  j.  Nothing butleavesINothingbut leaves. 


-(2— ft. 


toil 


f 


(2 — , 


Nothing  but  leaves  ;  ^  memory  weaves 

No  veil  to  screen  the  past ; 
As  we  retrace  our  weary  way, 
^  Counting  each  lost  and  misspent  day, 

We  find,  ^  sadly  at  last. 
Nothing  but  leaves!  Nothing  but  leaves!  ) 


And  shall  we  meet  the  Master  so, 
^  Bearing  our  withered  leaves? 

The  Saviour  looks  for  perfect  fruit, 

W^e  stand  before  Him,  humbled,  mute, 
^  Waiting  the  words  He  breathes, — 

Nothing  but  leaves !  Nothing  but  leaves  ! 


0.  L. 


No.  126.    MAKING  THE  SHORE. 


£.  0.  L. 


Mod. 


3^ 


1.  We  are   near  -  ing  the  Heav  -  en  -  ly  shore.    Hap-  py  home     of  the 

2.  Tho' the  bil  -  lows   a- round    us  may  roll,      And  the  winds  dash  our 

3.  In    the  har  -  bor  we'll  an  -  chor  at  last,      And  we'll  greet  all  our 


I 


.—^ — ,,^1 — ^ — h_i — 


:Vnd  our 


pure  and  the  blest;  And  our  sor- rows  wiUsoon  all    be  o'er, 
bark  to    and   fro,     Ev- 'ry  wave  brings  us  near- er   our     goal,  Ev-'ry 
friends  gone  be  -  fore;    Ev-  'ry  dan-  ger  then  hap  -  pi  -  ly     past,     We  will 


I 


Chokus. 


la  -  bors   be  turned  in  -  to  rest, 
wind  t'ward  the  place  we  would 
rest    on   the  Heav  en 


to  rest.  "I 
'ould  go.  l 
ly  shore.) 


m 


1 — h— r- 


We  are   near      -       ing,  We  are 
near-  ing  the  shore, 

-  --r  r  «  f  r 


f 


4^ 


^^^^^^^ 


— 1  '         'J  ^  > 

near    -       ing,  We  are  near  -  ing  the  Heav-en  ly  shore;  We  are 

near  ing  the  shore,  Heav-en-ly  shore; 


1       I  I- 


^  y#  # 


V—v- 


I   1/  g-r 


1  I 


-«-  -«-  -«• 


1 — N — s 


i 


near  -  ing.  We  are     near  -  ing,  We  are  near-  ing  the  Heav-en-ly  shore. 


S  J 


No.  127.  America. 

1  My  country !  't  is  of  thee, 
Sweet  land  of  liberty! 

Of  thee  I  sing; 
Land  where  my  fathers  died, 
Land  of  the  pilgrim's  pride. 
From  every  mountain  side, 

Let  freedom  ring. 

2  My  native  country !  thee. 
Land  of  the  noble,  free, 

*  Thy  name  I  love; 
I  love  thy  rocks  and  rills, 
Thy  woods  and  templed  hills; 
My  heart  with  rapture  thrills, 
Like  that  above. 

3  Our  fathers'  God  !  to  Thee, 
Author  of  liberty, 

To  Thee  we  sing ; 
Long  may  our  land  be  bright 
With  freedom's  holy  light; 
Protect  us  by  Thy  might. 

Great  God,  our  King ! 


No.  128.    Coronation.    C.  M. 

1  AH  hail  the  power  of  Jesus*  name  ! 

Let  angels  prostrate  fall ; 
Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

2  Ye  chosen  seed  of  Israel's  race  ! 

Ye  ransomed  from  the  fall  ! 
Hail  Him  who  saves  you  by  His  gracCj 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

3  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe. 

On  this  terrestrial  ball, 
To  Him  all  majesty  ascribe, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

4  Oh  !  that  with  yonder  sacred  throng. 

We  at  His  feet  may  fall ; 
We'll  join  the  everlasting  song. 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 


No.  129.    How  Gentle  God's  Com- 
mands.   S.  M. 

(Dennis.) 

1  How  genrle  God's  commands  ! 

How  kmd  His  precepts  are  ! 
Come,  cast  your  burdens  on  the  Lord, 
And  trust  His  constant  care. 

2  Beneath  His  watchful  eye, 

His  saints  securely  dwell; 
That  hand,  which  bears  creation  up, 
Shall  guard  His  children  well. 

3  His  goodness  stands  approved 

Through  each  succeeding  day  ; 
I'll  drop  my  burden  at  His  feet 
And  bear  a  song  away. 


No.  130.    Nearer  to  Thee. 

I  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee ! 
E'en  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me  ; 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be. 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee. 


Though  like  the  wanderer, 

The  sun  gone  down, 
Darkness  be  over  me. 

My  rest  a  stone  ; 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I 'd  be. 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Nearer  to  Thee  ! 

There  let  the  way  appear 

Steps  unto  Heaven ; 
All  that  Thou  sendest  me 

In  mercy  given  : 
Angels  to  beckon  me, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Nearer  to  Thee  ! 


No.  131.  Happy  Land, 

1  There  is  a  happy  land. 

Far,  far  away ; 
Where  saints  in  glory  stand. 

Bright,  bright  as  day. 
Oh,  how  they  sweetly  sing, 
"  Worthy  is  our  Saviour  King, 
Loud  let  his  praises  ring  ; 

Praise,  praise  for  aye  !" 

2  Come  to  that  happy  land. 

Come,  come  away  ; 
Why  will  ye  doubting  stand. 

Why  still  delay  ? 
Oh,  we  shall  happy  be, 
When,  from  sin  and  sorrow  free. 
Lord,  we  shall  dwell  with  Thee, 

Blest,  blest  for  aye. 

3  Bright  in  that  happy  land. 

Beams  every  eye  ; 
Kept  by  a  Father's  hand ; 

Love  cannot  die. 
Oh,  then  to  glory  run  ; 
Be  a  crown  and  kingdom  won  ; 
And  bright,  above  the  sun. 

We  '11  reign  for  aye. 


HARDING, 


E.O.  L. 


1.  When  mornirg,  from  the   east-  em  seas,  Sends  brightness  ev-'ry-  where, 

2.  When  bright  the  sun   in    noon-day  skies  Shines  o'er  the  landscape  fair, 
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"I  -  I  --^l 

Thee  we  come  on  bend-ed  knees;  O  Fa-  ther,  hear  our  prayer  f 
Thee  we  bring  our  sac  -  ri  -  fice;  O  Fa-  ther,  hear  our  prayer! 


ill 


When  evening  shadows  round  us  fall, 

And  darkness  fills  the  air. 
To  Thee,  our  guide,  for  aid  we  call ; 

O  Father,  hear  our  prayer  ! 


,     I    _    I        ^  _ 
4  We'll  pray  eachmorning,noon, and  night; 
And  on  the  golden  shore. 
We'll  praise  Thee,  in  a  world  of  light, 
O  Father,  evermore  ! 


No.  133.    WHO  IS  LIKE  UNTO  THEE?  Chant. 

E.  0.  L. 

From  "The  School  Song  Book." 

Fine. 


f\ 


-A- 


9  g- 


Who  is  like  unto  Thee,     O  Lord  ?    Who     is    like  un  -  to 


Thee? 


i- — I- 


1.  Thy  right  hand  is  glo  -  -  - 

2.  Thou  hast  led  forth  the  people  which  Thou 

3.  Thou  wilt  bring  them  to  the  place  which 


nous    in  power; 
hast    re  -  deemed, 
Thou  hast  made, 


i 


'B.C. 


It  hath  dashed  in  pieces  the 
Thou  hast  guided  them 
To  the  place  established 


en  -  e  -  my.  Oh ! 
in  Thy  strength.  Oh  ! 
by   Thy   hands.  Oh ! 


No.  134,    Remember  Thy  Creator. 
7s  &  6s. 

(Wkbb.) 

1.  Remember  thy  Creator, 

Wliile  youth's  fair  spring  is  bright, 
Before  thy  cares  are  greater, 

I^efore  comes  age's  night. 
Wliile  yet  the  sun  shines  o'er  thee, 

While  stars  the  darkness  cheer. 
While  life  is  all  before  thee, 

Thy  great  Creator  fear. 

2.  Remember  thy  Creator, 

Ere  life  resigns  its  trust, 
Ere  sinks  dissolving  nature, 

And  dust  returns  to  dust. 
Before  the  God  who  gave  it 

Thy  spirit  shall  appear; 
He  cries,  who  flied  to  save  it. 

Thy  great  Creator  fear. 


No.  135.    Come,  We  who  Love  the 
Lord.    S.  M. 

(BoVLSTON.) 

1.  Come,  we  who  love  the  Lord, 

And  let  our  joys  be  known; 
Join  in  a  song  with  sweet  accord, 
And  thus  surround  the  throne. 

2.  The  hill  of  Zion  yields 

A  thousand  fragrant  sweets, 
Before  we  reach  the  heavenly  fields. 
Or  walk  the  golden  streets. 

3.  Tlien  let  our  songs  abound. 

And  ev'ry  tear  be  dry; 
We  're  marching  through  Immanuel's 
ground, 
To  fairer  worlds  on  high. 


No.  136,    Sweet  Hour  of  Prayer. 

1.  Sweet  hour  of  prayer!  sweet  hour  of 

prayer ! 

Thai  calls  me  from  a  world  of  care, 
And  liids  me  at  my  Father's  throne 
Make  ail  my  wants  and  wishes  known. 
In  seasons  of  distress  and  grief 
My  soul  lias  oil  en  found  rehef; 
Arul  oft  escaped  the  tempter's  snare 
By  thy  rem  i  n,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 

2.  Sweet  hour  of  prayer!  sweet  hour  of 

prayer ! 

Thy  w  ings  shall  my  petition  bear 
To  Ilun  \A  hose  truth  and  faithfulness 
Engage  the  wailing  soul  to  bless. 
And  since  He  biils  me  seek  His  face, 
Believe  llis  word,  accept  His  grace, 


I  '11  cast  on  Him  my  ev'ry  care, 

And  wait  for  thee,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 

3.  Sweet  hour  of  prayer!  sv^eet  hour  of 
prayer ! 
May  I  thy  consolation  share. 
Till  from  Mount  Tisgah's  lofty  height, 
I  view  my  home,  and  lake  my  Higlit. 
This  robe  of  flesh  I  '11  drop,  and  rise 
To  seize  the  everlasting  prize  ; 
And  shout,  while  passing  through  the  air. 
Farewell,  farewell,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 


No.  137.    Father,  Wliate'er  of 
Earthly  Bliss.    C.  M. 

(Naomi.) 

1.  Father,  whate'er  of  earthly  bliss 

Thy  sovereign  will  denies, 
Accepted  at  Thy  throne  of  grace, 
Let  this  petition  rise : — ■ 

2.  Give  me  a  clean,  a'thankful  heart, 

From  ev'ry  murmur  free  ; 
The  blessings  of  Thy  grace  impart, 
And  let  me  Hve  to  Thee. 

3.  Let  the  sweet  hope  that  Thou  art  mine, 

My  path  of  life  attend  ; 
Thy  presence  through  my  journey  shint- 
And  crown  my  journey's  end. 


No.  138.    0  Come,  Come  Away. 

1.  O,  come,  come  away. 

From  labor  now  reposing. 
Let  busy  care  awhile  forbear, 

O  come,  come  away. 
Come,  come,  our  social  joys  renew, 
And  then  with  trust  and  friendship,  too 

Let  true  hearts  welcome  you, 

O  come,  come  away. 

2.  From  toil  and  from  care, 

On  which  the  day  is  closing, 
The  hour  of  eve  brings  sweet  reprieve, 

O  come,  come  away. 
O  come  where  love  will  smile  on  thee. 
And  round  the  heart  will  gladness  be, 

And  time  fly  merrily, 

O  come,  come  away. 

3.  The  bright  day  is  gone, 

The  moon  and  stars  appearing, 
With  silv'ry  light  illume  the  night, 

O  come,  come  away. 
We'll  join  in  grateful  songs  of  praise, 
To  Him  who  crowns  our  peaceful  days 

With  health,  hope,  ha[)}nneRS, 

O  come,  come  away. 


No.  139.    GOOD  NIGHT  SONG. 

Franz  Abt.  Arr.  for  this  worki 

Andantino.  | 


— r 

In  the  west  the  sun  de  -  clin  -  ing,  Sinks  be  neath  the  mountain 
2.  Bleak- er  winds    the  flow'rs  be- numb -ing,  On      the  hearth  the  crick- et 


«7  •  ^ 


height,  Tints  the  clouds  with  gold  -  en  lin  -  ing,  Sets  the  hills  with 
sings  ;  Home   the     la  -   den   bee    flies    hum-  ming,  And    the    drow-  sy 


ru 
bat 


bies  shin  -  ing, 
is     com  -  ing, 


Then  bids 
Dart  -  ing 


all 
on 


the  world  good  night, 
his  leath  -  em  wings. 


■3-. 


Good  night,  good  night !  Good  night,  good  night !  Good  night,  good  night ! 


■s— - 


m 


In  the  wind  the  grass  is  bending. 

Flowers  now  slumber  in  the  shade; 
Birds  to  seek  their  nests  are  wending, 
Flocks  in  fold  the  shepherds  tending, 

Homeward  flies  the  mountain  maid. 
Good  night,  etc. 


i 

Man  now  seeks  his  peaceful  dwelling, 

Circles  round  the  ruddy  biaze, 
Of  the  sweets  of  labor  telling. 
Till  his  heart  with  rapture  swelling 
Grateful  gives  his  Maker  praise. 
Good  night,  etc. 


No.  140.  Jesus,  Lover  of  My  Soul.  7s. 

(Martyk.) 

1.  Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul, 

Let  me  to  Thy  bosom  fly ; 
While  the  nearer  waters  roll. 

While  the  tempest  still  is  high. 
Hide  me,  O  my  Saviour!  hide, 

Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past; 
Safe  into  the  haven  p^uide ; 

O  receive  my  soul  at  last! 

2.  Other  refuge  have  I  none; 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee; 
Leave,  ah !  leave  me  not  alone, 

Still  support  and  comfort  me. 
All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  stayed. 

All  my  help  from  Thee  1  bring; 
Cover  my  defenceless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing. 


No.  141.    Long,  Long  Ago. 

1.  Tell  me  the  tales  that  to  me  were  so 

dear, 

Long,  long  ago,  long,  long  ago; 
Sing  me  the  songs  I  delighted  to  hear, 

Long,  long  ago,  long  ago. 
Now  you  are  come,  all  my  grief  is  re- 
moved, 

I^t  me  foi^et  that  so  long  you  have 
roved, 

Let  me  believe  that  you  love  as  you 
loved. 

Long,  long  ago,  long  ago. 

2.  Do  you  remember  the  path  where  we 

met, 

Long,  long  ago,  long,  long  ago? 
Ah,  yes,  you  told  me  you  ne'er  would 
forget, 

Long,  long  ago,  long  ago. 
Then,  to  all  others  my  smile  you  pre- 
ferr'd. 

Love,  when  you  spoke,  gave  a  charm  to 

each  word. 
Still  my  heart  treasures  the  praises  I 

heard. 

Long,  long  ago,  long  ago. 

J.  Though  by  your  kindness  my  fond  hopes 
were  raised, 
Long,  long  ago,  long,  long  ago; 
Vou  by  more  eloquent  lips  have  been 
praised, 
Long,  long  ago,  long  ago, 
But  by  long  absence  your  truth  has  been 
tried. 

Still  to  your  accents  I  listen  with  pride, 
Blest  as  1  was  when  I  sat  by  your  side, 
Lonj^,  long  ago,  long  ago. 


No.  142.    Come,  Thou  Fount, 
8s  &  7s. 

(Nbttlkton.) 

1.  Come,  thou  Fount  of  every  blessing, 

Tune  my  heart  to  sing  Thy  grace ; 
Streams  of  mercy  never  ceasing, 

Call  for  songs  of  loudest  praise. 
Teach  me  some  melodious  sonnet, 

Sung  by  flaming  tongues  above  ; 
Praise  the  mount — I  'm  fixed  upon  it ! 

Mount  of  Thy  redeeming  love. 

2.  Oh,  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 

Daily  I 'm  constrained  to  be! 
Let  Thy  goodness,  like  a  fetter, 

Bind  my  wandering  heart  to  thee. 
Prone  to  wander.  Lord,  I  feel  it. 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  1  love; 
Here  's  my  heart,  O  take  and  seal  it! 

Seal  it  for  Thy  courts  above. 


No.  143.  Doxology.    L.  M. 

Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow? 
Praise  Him.  all  creatures,  here  below  I 
Praise  Him  above,  ye  Heavenly  host; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 


No.  144.    Home  Again. 

1.  Home  again,  home  again. 

From  a  foreign  shore ; 
And  oh!  it  fills  my  soul  with  joy, 

To  meet  my  friends  once  more. 
Here  I  dropp'd  the  parting  tear, 

To  cross  the  ocean's  foam, 
But  now  I'm  once  again  with  those. 

Who  kindly  greet  me  home. 

Chorus. — Home  again,  home  again, 
?>om  a  foreign  shore ; 
And  oh !  it  fills  my  soul  with  joy. 
To  meet  my  friends  once  more. 

2.  Happy  hearts,  happy  hearts, 

With  mine  have  laughed  in  glee; 
But  oh !  the  friends  I  loved  in  youth, 

Seem  happier  to  me ; 
And  if  my  guide  should  be  the  fate. 

Which  bids  me  longer  roam. 
But  death  alone  can  break  the  tie 

That  binds  my  heart  to  home. — Cua 

3.  Music  sweet,  music  soft. 

Lingers  round  the  place; 
And  oh!  I  feel  the  childhood  charm, 

That  time  can  not  eflace; 
Then  give  but  my  homestead  roof, 

I  '11  ask  no  palace  dome. 
For  I  can  live  a  happy  life 

With  those  I  love  at  home. — Cho. 


GRADED  EXERCISES  FOR  PUBLIC  SCHOOLS. 


To  THE  Teacher. — i.  The  following  exercises  may  be  given  by  almost  every 
teacher  in  the  public  schools.  No  teacher  should  neglect  to  teach  the  elements  of  vocal 
music  because  he  thinks  he  cannot  sing.  As  here  presented,  the  subject  is  easily  taught. 
Full  explanations  are  given  with  the  exercises,  to  aid  the  inexperienced  teacher.  The 
exercises  are  carefully  graded  and  if  followed  closely  and  intelligently,  pupils  will  be 
assisted  in  learning  to  sing  "by  note." 

2.  In  teaching  the  elements  of  vocal  music,  the  following  pedagogical  principle  should 
be  adhered  to:  First  the  idea,  then  the  expression.  In  other  words:  First,  the  concept 
of  tone;  second,  the  oral  expression  of  tone;  and  third,  the  written  language  of  music. 

3.  Vary  the  following  exercises  by  singing  some  of  the  selections  in  this  book  *'by  rote." 
4   As  a  rule  require  your  pupils  to  sing^  softly,  and  to  articulate  distinctly,  in  both 

the  exercises  and  the  songs. 

5.  For  the  definition  of  musical  terms,  explanation  of  musical  notation,  etc.,  see  pp. 
101-112,  of  the  author's  School  Song  Book. 

KXKRCISKS. 

Exercise  1. — Do,  re,  mi,  fa,  sol,  la,  si,  do. 

To  THE  Teacher. — Teach  the  scale  as  a  whole,  if  the  pupils  are  sufficiently  ad- 
vanced to  remember  it.  Let  the  teacher  sing  the  scale  first  and  then  have  the  pupils 
sing  it.  If  the  pupils  are  very  young,  begin  with  Exercise  5,  as  children  may  find  it 
difficult  to  remember  the  entire  scale  at  first. 

Exercise  2. — Do,  si,  la,  sol,  fa,  mi,  re,  do. 
Exercise  3. — Do,  re,  mi,  fa,  sol,  la,  si,  do  ;  do,  si,  la,  sol,  fa, 
mi,  re,  do. 

Exercise  4.— i,  2,  3,  4,  5,  6,  7,  8  ;  8,  7,  6,  5,  4,  3,  2,  i. 

To  THE  Teacher — i.  In  the  following  exercises,  pupils  must  be  led  to  think  the 
tones  and  express  them  by  singing  the  syllables  when  they  hear  and  see  the  numerals. 
Thus  in  the  first  exercise  below— Exercise  5 — after  the  teacher  sings  the  exercise  for  the 
pupils  and  the  pupils  have  the  sound  of  i,  or  do^ 

The  teacher  will  say,  The  pupils  will  sing, 

Sing  I,  do, 

2,  re, 

1,  do, 

2,  re, 

I,  do. 

After  this  drill — repeated  as  often  as  necessary— the  pupils  will  look  at  Exercise  5> 
and  sing:  do,  re,  do,  re,  do.    They  may  also  sing  the  numerals:  I,  2,  i,  2,  I. 

2.  If  possible,  the  exercises  should  be  written  on  a  blackboard. 

3.  All  the  exercises  from  Ex.  5  to  Ex.  12  inclusive,  should  be  taught  in  the  same 
manner.  The  pupils  should  be  drilled  in  "skipping"  from  one  tone  to  any  other  in  the 
exercise.  Thus  in  Exercise  6,  the  teacher  should  say:  Sing  I,  2,  3,  2,  I,  2,  3,  2,  I,  3, 
3,  I,  2,  I,  3,  I,  I,  2,  I,  3,  I,  etc.  Then  let  the  exercise  or  the  figures  i,  2,  3,  be  written 
on  the  blackboard  and  the  same  drill  be  given. 

4.  Change  the  icey-note,  or  sound  of  do,  frequently. 

Ex.    5. — I,  2,  I,  2,  I. 

Ex,     6— I,  2,  3,  2,  I,  2,  3,  2,  I. 

Ex.  7.— I,  2,  3,  4,  3,  2,  I,  2,  3,  4,  3,  2,  I. 
Ex.   8.— I,  2,  3,  4,  5,  4,  3,  2,  I. 
Ex.  9.— I,  2,  3,  4,  5,  6,,  5,  4,  3,  2,  I. 
Ex.  10.— I,  2,  3,  4,  5,  6,  7,  6,  5,  4,  3,  2,  I. 
Ex.  11.— I,  3,  5,  8,  8,  5,  3,  I. 
Ex.  Ti.— I,  3,  5,  8,  7,  6,  4,  2,  I. 

To  THE  Teacher. — Before  leaving  the  foregoing  exercises,  the  pupil  should  be 
able  to  sing  the  different  intervals  of  the  scale,  using  the  syllables  and  numerals.  In  a 
public  school,  at  least  fifty  lessons  of  fifteen  minutes  each  may  profitably  be  given  from 
these  exercises. 


Ex.13. 


i— 

Do, 


re,    mi,     fa,    sol,     la,     si,  do. 
I,       2,     3,      4,     5,      6,      7,  8. 
To  THE  Teacher. — Teach  the  staff.    Added  line.    G  clef.   Notes  on  staff.  Sing 
the  scale,  as  indicated  by  the  notes.    Write  Exercise  13  on  the  blackboard,  and  drill 
pupils  in  singing  jthe  different  intervals  of  the  scale.    Review  this  exercise  frequently. 

Ex.M.  I   ^     o   \  l     0   \  I     9  \   ^0  I 

To  THE  Teacher. — Teach  pupils  to  "beat  time"  by  striking  the  palm  of  the 
left  hand  with  the  index  finger  of  the  right  hand.  In  this  exercise  ^et  the  first  "beat" 
of  each  measure  be  strong  and  the  second  weak. 

Note. — In  stud  ving  "  time  "  the  teacher  should  bear  in  mind  that — 

1.  Pupils  should  first  learn  "  lime  "  independently  of  the  singing  exercises. 

2.  Each  note  representing  the  unit  of  a  measure  receives  a  "  beat."    Thus  in  two-four  measure. 


a  quarter  note  receives  a  beat.  etc. 


3.    Pupils  should  n»t 

Ex.  15. 


beat  time"  while  singing. 


I J  J|J  J 

La,      la,       la,      la,       la,  la,      la,  la. 

Sing  -  ing,    sing  -  ing,    sing  -  ing,   sing  -  ing. 

To  THE  Teacher. — Explain  two-part  measure.  Quarter  note.  Accent.  Drill 
as  before. 

Ex.  16. 


i 

=1==1 

-9 

-0 — *- 

—(^2 — 

•9- 

— ^ — 

4-  1- 

Half  note.    Accent.    Bar.  Double- 


Ex.  17. 


To  the  Teacher. — Teach  ~J  measure, 
bar.    Sing  the  syllables  and  numerals 

I?, 

Come    run  ning,    come   run  ning.    come    run  ning,  come. 
To  the  Teacher. — "Beat"  as  follows:  one  strong  tap,  and  one  weak  or  light 
tap.    Explain  eighth  notes.    Quarter- rest. 

Ex.  18. 


^a,  la, 


la,  la. 


la,  la. 


i 


c-e- 


To  the  Teacher. 
16  and  18. 

Ex.  19.  Round. 

1 


-Drill  as  before.    After  Exercise  18  is  learned,  combine  Ex. 

(No.  145.) 


— 0 — ■■ — 1 — 

mg. 


mmg. 


To  THE  Teacher. — This  exercise  may  be  sung  a<;  a  "round."  Divide  the  school 
into  two  sections,  and  let  the  second  section  begin  to  sing  when  the  first  section  begins 
the  second  part.  The  "round  "  may  be  repeated  as  often  as  the  teacher  wishes.  Sing 
the  notes  first,  and  afterwards  the  words. 

Ex.30.   Round.    (No.  146.) 


Tell  me, 
Al-ways, 


m 


bir  -  die, 
al  -  ways, 


why  you 
on  the 


smg, 
wing. 


As  you  fly  from  tree  to 
AI  -  ways  sing  -  ing  cheer  -  i 


-<5>- 

tree; 

-  ly. 


La.    lar    la,    la,     la,    la,    la,    la,    la,    la,  la,   la,    la,  la,  la,  la. 
To  THE  Teacher. — Explain  four  part  measure.    Observe  the  accent. 

Ex.  22. 


To  THE  Teacher.— Explain         Half- rest. 

Ex.  23.  ^ 


— 0—0- 


1  1— ^ 

To  THE  Teacher. —  Explain  dotted  half-notes.    Combine  Ex.  22  and  2^7 

Ex.  2L 


trr' 


To  the  Teacher. — Explain  the  terms  soprano  and  contralto  (or  alto).  D.  C. 
Fine.    Whole  rest. 

Ex.  25. 


i 


A-A-N--^ 


m 


Irh^- 


To  the  Teacher. — Explain  Dotted  quarter-notes.  Eighth-rest. 

Ex.  26.   Sing  No.  55. 

To  THE  Teacher. — Explain  sixteenth-notes. 

Ex.27.|  3    J    J  I  J    J    J  I  :i    J    J  I  J 

La,    la,    la,      la,    la,    la,      la,    la,    la,  la. 
To  THE  Teacher. — Explain  three-part  measure.    One  strong  and  two  weak  taps 
for  this  exercise. 

Ex.  28. 


i 


i 


-'-t— 1 — \ 
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=1  X 
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singing. 

Ex.  29.   Beautiful  Hands.  No.  147. 


1.  Beau-ti- ful  hands  are  they  that  do  The  work  of  the  no  -  ble,  good  and  true, 

2.  Beau-ti- ful  feet    are  they  that  go     So  swiftly   to  light  an- oth  -  er's  woe, 


t=F=5= 


Bus  -  y  for  them  the  whole  day  through, Bus- y  forthem  the  whole  day  through. 
Through  the  long  heat  or  blind-  ingsnow,Through  the  long  heat  or  blind- ing  snow. 

Ex.  30. 
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Ex.  31.   Daz/s  of  Summer  Glory.  No.  148. 


mm 


1.  Days     of  sum  -  mer    glo    -    ry,        Day?      I      love     to  see, 

2.  Mead  -  ows,fields,  and  mount  -  ains,     Clothed   in      shin  -  ing  green 


With  your  scenes   so     bril  -  liant,       They    are     dear     to  me. 

Lit  -  tie    rip  -  pling  fount  -  ains,  Through  the     wil  -  lows  seen. 

To  THE  Teacher.— Explain  the  slur.  Tie.    Key  of  C. 

Ex.  32. 


'■X 


To  THE  Teacher.  —Explain  the  triplet.    Give  other  illustrations. 

Ex.  33. 


:4E3: 


:|=: 


Do,  mi,  sol,    do,   sol,  do, 


mi,  do, 


si,    la,  sol,    fi,    sol,    do,  re,  do, 


-(22- 


^  ig: 

si,    la,   sol,  do,  mi,   do,   mi,  sol,     do,    re,   mi,   do,     do,  si. 
To  THE  Teacher.— Do  not  have  pupils  try  to  sing  higher  or  lower  than 
sing  without  injury  to  their  voice.    Explain  the  meaning  of  a  sharp. 

Ex.  34.    Sing  the  soprano  and  contralto  of  No.  109. 
Ex.  35.  ^ 


do. 

they  can 


-A- 


G  


I 


•c- 


To  THE  Teacher — Pupils  should  be  familiar  with  the  letter-names  of  the  lines 
and  spaces  on  the  treble  staff.    Explain  steps  and  half-steps. 

Ex.  36.  , 


Si 


f 


Ex.  37. 

3 


.     ^  N 
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Ex.  38. 


Ex.  39. 


 ^  .  n  '-^      ^  ^   I 

Do,   re,  mi,    fa,    sol,    la,     si     do,  sol,  mi,   do,    si,     la,   sol,  sol,  do. 
To  THE  Teacher. — Explain  F  or  bass  clef.    Practice  scale  as  before.  Explain 
the  terms  bass  and  tenor. 

Ex.  40.  Round. 


Ex.  41. 

Fine. 

1 1  ■ 

ffrr  rrr 

1 — 1 — 1_( — 

Ex.  42.     (For  the  words  adapted  to  this  music,  see  p.  32,  School  Song  Book.] 


fJ  -0-  I  ^ -^-T^ 


Ex.  43.    Sing  No.  67.       Ex.  44.    Sing  No.  109. 


To  THE  Teacher. — Pupils  should  be  familiar  with  the  letter  names  of  the  lines 
and  spaces  on  the  bass  staff. 

Ex.  45.    Swing,  Cradle.  No.  149. 

Soft  and  smooth. 


1.  Ba  -  by   is      a  sail- or  boy,  Swing,cra-dle,  swing;   Sail-ing  is    a  sail-or'sjoy, 

2.  Snow-y  sails  and  precious  freight,Swmg,cradle,swing;  Baby's  captain,mother's  mate, 

3.  Lit  -  tie  eyelidsdownwardcreep,Swing,cradle,swing;Nowhe'sinthe  cove  of  sleep, 

u  M  ^ 


tr-t 


Choeus. 


Swing,cradle,swing. "]  Swing,cradle,swing,cradle,Swing,cradle,swing, 
Swing,cradle,swing.  I  Swing,cradle,swing,cradle,  ( 0?nit,  .  .)  Swing,cradle,swing. 
Swing,cradle,swing.  J 

Ul  I  N 


Ex.  46. 


i 
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Do,  re,  mi,  fa,  sol,  fi,  sol.    Do,  si,  do,  re,  mi  fa,  sol,  la,sol,mi,do,so],  la,  si,  do. 
To  THE  Teacher.— Explain  the  new  key.    The  signature.    Practice  as  before. 

Ex.  47.   Sing  No.  42.       Ex.  48.   Sing  No.  104. 
Ex.  49. 


-g>  z^- 


Do,  re,  mi,  fa,  sol    fi,  sol.      Do,  si,  do,  si,    la,   sol,    fa,  mi,   re,  do. 

Ex.  50.  Ex.  51. 

Fine. 


H — 1 

\-\~ 

H- 

f-t- 

io  THE  lEACHER. —  1  ne  Hote  loiiowmg        lu  THE  lEACHEK. — cxpiHiH  me 
the  sharp  in  the  fourth  measure  is  called  si    Name  the  note  following  this  character, 
(se.)  se  (say.) 

Ex.  52.    Sing  No.  no.       Ex.  53.   Sing  No.  14. 
Ex.  54.    Sing  No.  61. 
Ex.  55. 


Do,  re,  mi,  fa,  sol,    fi,  sol. 

Ex.  50. 


Do,  si,  do,    si,   laj  sol,  fa,  mi,  re,  do. 


PI 


Do,  si,  la,  sol,    fi,  sol.  Do,  si,  do,  re,  mi,  fa,  sol,  mi,  do,  sol,  la,  si,  do, 

Ex.57.     Sing  No.  5.     Ex.58.   Sing  No.  25.     Ex.59.  Sing 
No.  35.    Ex.  60.   Sing  No.  29.    Ex.  61.   Sing  No.  50. 
Ex.  62. 

 ■  rg-tf  


Do,  re,  mi,  fa,  sol,  fi,  sol.         Do,si,  do,re,  mi,  fa,sol,la,sol,mi,do,sol,la,si,  do. 


Ex,  63. 


Do,  re,  mi,  fa,  sol,    fi,  sol.        Do,  si,  do,  si,  la,  sol,  fa,  mi,  re,  do. 

Ex.  64.   Sing  No.  69.    Ex.  65.   Sing  No.  95. 
Ex.66.   Sing  No.  52. 
Ex.  67. 




p 
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Do,  si,  la,  sol,  fi,  sol.  Do,  si,  do,  re,  mi,  fa,  sol,  la,  si,  do,  sol,  mi,  do. 

Ex.  68. 


'■^  ri  I 

Do,  re,  mi,  fa,  sol,  fi,  sol.  Do,  si,  do,  re,  mi,  fa,  sol,mi,do,sol,la,  si,do. 

Ex.  69.   Sing  No.  120.    Ex.  70.   Sing  No.  53.     Ex.71.  Sing 
No.  3.    Ex.  72.   Sing  No.  126. 
Ex.  73. 


1 


Do,  re,  mi,  fa.     Do,  re,  mi,  fa,  sol,  la,    si,  do,  sol,  mi,  do,   sol,  la,  si,  do. 

Ex.  74. 

:  ~        ~7  '  o^^. 


Do,  re,  mi,  fa.     Do,  si,  la,  sol,  fa,  mi,  re,  do,  mi,  sol,  do,  re,  mi,  re,  do. 

Ex.  75.   Sing  No.  28.    Ex.  76.  .Sing  No.  103.     Ex.  77.  Sing 
No.  91.    Ex.  78.    Sing  No.  65. 
Ex.  79. 


i 


Do,  re,  mi,  fa.       Do,  re,  mi,  fa,  sol,  mi,  do,  si,  la,  sol,   fa,  mi,  re,  do. 

Ex.80. 

Do,  si,    la,  sol,  fa.         Do,  si,    la,  sol,  do,  re,  mi,  fa,  sol,   la,  si,  do. 

Ex.  81.   Sing  No.  60.    Ex.  82.   Sing  No.  100. 
Ex.  83.   Sing  No.  33.    Ex.  84.   Sing  No.  41. 
Ex.  85. 
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Do,  si,  la,  sol,  fa.         Do,  re,  mi,  fa,  sol,  la,  si,  do,  sol,  mi,do,sol,  la,  si,  do. 

Ex.  86. 
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Do,  re,  mi,  fa.        Do,  re,  mi,  fa,  sol,  si,  do,  si,   la,  sol,  fa,  mi,   re,  do. 


Ex.  87.  Sing  No.  37.  Ex.  88.  Sing  No.  78. 
Ex*  89.  Sing  No.  24.  Ex.  90.  Sing  No.  72. 
Ex.  91. 


i 


J2: 


Do,  re,  mi,  fa. 

Ex.  93. 


Do,  re,  mi,  fa,'sol,  mi,  do,  si,  la,  sol,  fa,  mi,  re,  do. 


I 


4,^=^  


Do,  si,  la,  sol,  fa.  Do,  re,  mi,  fa,  sol,  la,  si,  do,sol,mi,do,sol,la,  si,  do. 

Ex.93.  Sing  No.  58.  Ex.94.  Sing  No.  84.  Ex.95.  Sing 
No.  54.    Ex.  96.   Sing.  No.  73. 

Ex.  97.  Chromatic  Scai.^:  Ascknding. 


Permanent  names: 

C  Cff  D  Djj:  E  F  F}J  G  GJ(  A  Aj}  B  C  Cjf  D  D{(  E  F  FjJ  G  Gjf  A, 

Syllable  names  : 

Do  Di  Re  Ri  Mi  Fa  Fi  Sol  Si  La  Le   Si  Do. 
Pronounced  : 

Do  Dee  Ray  Ree  Mee  Fah  Fee  Sol  See  La  Lee  See  Do. 
Numerals : 

I  Jfi    2  jf2    3  4   #4    5  #5   6  g6    7  8. 

Chromatic  Scai^k  Descending. 


i 


:t=t=t: 


Permanent  names : 

A    Aj?  G  Gl?  F  E  El?  D  D[7  C    B  B]?  A  A]?  G  Gl?  F  E        D  D|?  C. 

Syllable  names : 

La  Le  Sol  Se  Fa  Mi  Me  Re  Ra  Do  Si  Se  La,  etc. 
Pronounced  : 

Lah  Lay  Sol  Say  Fah  Mee  May  Ray  Rah  Do  See  Say  Lah. 
Numerals : 

6  t?6    5  [75   4    3  2  |72    I    7  6. 


Ex.  98. 


Harmonic  Minor  Scai.e. 


i 


La       si       do       re      mi       fa       si  la. 

Ex.99.   Common  Chord  (Major).   Ex.100.   Minor  Chord. 


INDEX. 


{for  "Graded  Exercises^*  see  the  last  eight  pages,) 


^,  B,  C,  No.  70 

\  Breezy  Morning,  iii 

Action,  57 
After,  112 

A  Hundred  Years  to  Come,  44 
All  Hail  the  Power  of  Jesus' 

Name,  128 
America,  127 
Angry  Words,  62 
Annie  I^aurie,  150.  See  No.  30 
A  River  to  Cross,  29 
A  Song  of  the  Camp,  30 
Autumn,  68 

Beautiful  Bells,  2 
Beautiful  Hands,  147 
Bible,  The,  74 
Bird  lyCt  L,oose,  The,  119 
Blue  and  the  Gray,  The,  20 
Breezy  Morning,  A,  iii 
Brighter  Days,  8 

Charming  I^ittle  Valley,  53 
Child's  Night  Song,  120 
Christmas  Tree,  The,  23 
Coldly  Blows  the  Blast,  92 
Come,  Come,  Come,  43 
Come,  Thou  Fount  of  i^very 

Blessing,  142 
Come,  We  who  I^ove  the  I,ord, 

135  . 
Come  with  Me,  38 
Coming  Home,  48 
Coming  of  Day,  56 
Confidence,  116 
Coronation,  128 

©ays  lyOng  Ago,  The,  41 
Days  of  Summer  Glory,  148 
Don't  Forget,  72 
Dove,  The.  14 

Drive  Care  Away.  Round,  94 

Echo  Song,  77 

Echo,  The,  81 

Evening  Bells.  Round,  48 

Evening  Hymn,  118 

Evening  Song,  114 

Fairy  Elves,  The,  110 

Bailing  Snow,  105 

Far  Away,  34 

Farmer  Boy,  The,  42 

Father,  Whatever  of  Earthly 

Bliss,  137 
Fireman's  Call.  Round,  96 
Forgive  and  Forget,  9 
Frog  Academy,  The,  59 

©entle  Spring,  105 
Give,  109 

Going  Maying,  102 
Good-Night,  87 
Good-Night  Song,  139 
Go  to  Work,  97 

Happy  Land,  131 
Harding,  132 

Hark,  the  Pealing.  Round,  28 
Harvest  Song,  22 


Hastening  Home,  124 
Ho,  for  Slumberland,  35 
Home,  33 
Home  Again,  144 
Honey  Bee,  To  a,  93 
How  Gentle  God's  Com- 
mands, 129 
Hundred  Years  to  Come,  A,  44 
Hurrah,  69 
Hymn  of  Faith,  123 

Jamie's  on  the  Stormy  Sea,  51 
Jesus,  lyCver  of  My  Soul,  140 
Joyous  Spring,  50 

I/aughing  Song,  99 

I,et  It  Pass,  82 

Little  May,  67 

lyong,  Ivong  Ago,  141 

L,oved  Ones  Far  Away,  The,  25 

Lulu  is  our  Darling  Pride,  26 

March  Along,  95 
March,  March,  March.  Round, 
104 

March.  Round,  61 
May  Time,  The,  89 
Merrily  the  Bells.  Round,  55 
Merry  Bells  are  Ringing,  The, 
40 

Morn  Along  the  Hills,  16 
Morning  Song,  6 
Morning's  Ruddy  Beam^  39 
Mother,  Childhood,  Friends, 

and  Home,  47 
Murmur,  Gentle  Lyre,  54 
My  Childhood  Home,  78 
My  Mountain  Home,  45 
My  Rose.  Serenade,  17 

Xearer  to  Thee,  130 
Nearing  the  Shore,  126 
New  Yankee  Doodle,  31 
Night,  4 

Nothing  but  Leaves,  125 
Now  I  Lay  Me  down  to  Sleep,  3 

O  Come,  Come  Away,  138 
O  Come,  Maidens,  Come,  79 
O  Come  with  Me,  qi 
Old  Front  Door,  The,  32 
Old  King  Cole.    Round,  la 
uly  a  Boy,  65 
pen  the  Door,  115 
Our  Hearts  are  Light,  13 
Our  Land  is  Free,  52 
Our  Old  Homestead,  15 

Pastorale,  46 

Pictures  of  Memory,  108 

Placida,  121 

Praise  God,  from  Whom,  &c., 

143 
Prayer,  121 

Rain,  The,  88 

Remember  Thy  Creator,  134 
River  to  Cross,  A,  29 
Row,  Row,  Cheerily  Row,  63  ' 
Row,  Row.  Round,  5 


Scatter  the  Germs,  64 

School  Bell,  The,  i 

School  House  on  the  Hill. 

The,  80 
Singing  Merrily,  83 
Skating  Song,  75 
Sleep  On.   Serenade,  90 
Slumber  Song,  18 
Smiling  May,  76 
Song  of  the  Camp,  A,  30 
Song  of  the  Fields,  98 
Song  of  the  Sea,  10 
Song :  Bivouac  of  the  Dead,  71 
Stars  of  the  Summer  Night,  86 
Summer  is  Coming.  Round, 

145 

Summer  Joys  are  O'er,  19 
Summer  Morning,  37 
Sweet  be  Thy- Sleep,  11 
Sweet  Hour  of  Prayer,  136 
Swing,  Cradle,  149 

Tell  Me,  Birdie.   Round,  146 
The  Bible,  74 
The  Bird  Let  Loose,  119 
The  Blue  and  the  Gray,  20 
The  Christmas  Tree,  23 
The  Days  Long  Ago,  41 
The  Dove,  14 
The  Echo,  8r 
The  Fairy  Elves,  110 
The  Farmer  Boy,  42 
The  Frog  Academy,  59 
The  Loved  Ones  Far  Away,  25 
The  May  Time,  89 
The  Merry  Bells  are  Ringing, 
40 

The  Old  Front  Door,  32 
The  Rain,  88 
The  School  Bell,  i 
The  School  House  on  the  Hill, 
80 

The  Bivouac  of  the  Dead,  71 

The  Water  Wheel,  100 

The  Wild  Bird's  Song,  36 

The  Wood  Horn,  107 

Those  Evening  Bells,  84 

To  a  Honey  Bee,  93 

Together,  106 

Touch  Us  Gently,  Time,  58 

Up  the  Hills,  7 

Under  the  Shade,  73 

Vesper  Song,  117 

Water  Wheel,  The,  100 

We'll  Row  Thee  o'er  the  Wa- 
ters, lOI 

We  Roam  through  Forest 
Shades,  66 

When  the  Roses  Bloom,  24 

Who  is  Like  unto  Thee  ?  133 

Wild  Bird's  Song,  The,  36 

Will  You  Come?  113 
I  Winter,  21 

Winter  Evening,  85 

With  Joy  We  Meet,  60 

Wood  Horn,  The,  107 

Tankee  Doodle,  New,  31 
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